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I, 
MiLUE, that name sweet recollection* brln^:, 

That name of girlhood^s happy day«, 
Which oft inspired my pen to sln^f 

Thy praise in many heartfelt lays. 
II. 
Dear faithful wife, who held my hand 

Thro' two score years of sun and Mlmclc^, 
Since that May Day, till death's command 

Bereft me, saddened and dismayed. 

MX. 

You cheered with joy my droopinff heart, 
For you to me were staff and stay ; 

The good that of thyself was part 
Held over me a tender sway. 

XV. 

Dear sweetheart, we have had our joy, 
That arched our skies with blissful rays, 

For Hope was love that did not cloy, 
Nor dim the sunshine of our days. 



V. 

From out the past will memories rise, 
Of happy wedded halcyon years, 

When our dear home was paradise, 

And you were Queen among your peers. 

VI. 

Devoted, generous, void of guile. 
Thy woman's heart tho' weak was true, 

And strong to suffer, and thy smile 
Brought up bright visions to my view, 

VII. 

And so the years went gliding by, 

And boy and girl both came and went ; 

And sorrow's anguish dimmed our eyes. 
When Fate our treasures from us rent. 

VIII. 

But mother love swelled in thy breast 

With daily and increasing joys ; 
For in thy children thou were blest. 

With fair-haired girl and stalwart boys. 
iz. 
Dear faithful mother, loyal wife, — 

Thy children's cradle bed did tend, — 
The guardian angel of their life. 

Their first and last and truest friend. 

X. 

Through childhood's daily fall and bruise. 

That all their infant years befell. 
Thy gentle hand the wound would soothe. 

You kissed the parts to make them well. 



VI. 



XI. 

With mother love thy hand did guide 
Their romping childhood's careless glee, 

When round thy chair at eve they played. 
In youthful, boisterous revelry. 

ZII. 

And when within thy big arm-chair, — 

On right a girl, on left a boy, 
While in your lap thy youngest care. 

You'd rock and sing with perfect joy. 

ZIII. 

And day by day thy love did show 
In all that gave thy children joys ; 

Your blue eyed girl with cheeks aglow, — 
Your glorious merry hearted boys. 

XIV. 

Thy tender, holy, mother love 
Did never change with lapse of time ; 

It did not with blind passion move, 
But glowed as 'twere a holy shrine. 

XV. 

Thy daughter ever by thy side, — 
Thy boys so stately, dauntless, tall ; 

Did all thy generous love divide, — 
Thy mother heart had room for all. 

XVI. 

If death to immortality gives birth 
In ever shining realms above : 

On earth, undying love for her 
Still lives in all her children's love. 

vii. 



,. \ V\o^vUb|i<i" 



<»~J 'U- 




r" 



"> 



) i 



Jr.sr' 



X 



jj^ ^*i^c-«:J^^'-*^ 







Hh\ 



/M^^'<^'^^ 



PREFACE. 



In publishing the present volume, the 
third series of ** Random Rhymes, *' the 
writer has only to say, — they are merely 
what their name implies, — "Random Rhy- 
mes of Leisure Hours. " 

From the many kind and complimentary 
letters which I received in acknowledge- 
ment of the first and second series of "Ran- 
dom Rhymes, " from Lowell, Longfellow, 
Whittier, Holmes, Bryant, Aldrich, Howells, 
Emerson, Curtis, Read, and others, I am 
prepared to hope, that the present volume 
may receive as kindly a reception from the 
writers of the present day. 

I trust my friends will pardon my vanity, 
when in defence, I inform them, that those 
eminent men of literature who used to live 
around the "Hub, " and whose autograph 
letters I prize among my choicest treasures, 
have often told me, that they were much 
pleased with my productions. 
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PREFACE. 

It is said, there is no market for poetry, 
and that publishers will not risk their money 
in publishing it. 

This will not however, prevent the minor 
poets and versifiers from publishing their 
little efforts at their own expense, and dis- 
tributing them among their friends and ac- 
quaintances ; whether their books be read 
or not ; whether they last a year or a day 
is not of so much consequence. The writer 
has been satisfied. 

Should however, his work give pleasure 
to his friends, he is more than amply repaid. 
The contents of this volume are largely 
of a personal nature, though many poems 
were written for special occasions, and in- 
tended only for those in the immediate circle 
of their influence. Such as, the response to 
the toast of the ''Press, " at the Printer's 
banquet in Chicago; and the response to the 
toast, "Poets and Poetry of Scotland; " at 
the banquet of the St. Andrew's Society of 
Illinois. 

The miscellaneous pieces are the result of 
certain moods and associations, some of 
these have appeared in Newspapers and 
Magazines during the last twenty years but 
the majority however, are published here for 
the first time. 
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PREFACE. 

I do not claim that they possess any 
special poetic merit I have merely tried 
to sing my song, and tell my story, in my 
own simple way. 

So having finished my song, I send it 
forth among my friends with trembling hope 
and fear, for their frown or for their approv- 
ing smile. 

COLIN G. MACKENZIE. 
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THE PRESS. 

UNSS READ 

IN BHSPORBB TO THE TOAST ^'THB PUSS,'* 

AT THE PBINTEBS' AND STATIONBRS^ BOARD 

OF TRADE AT TREMONT HOUSE, 

GmOAGO, MARCH 30, 1881. 

There is a magic in the name, — 
None can its influence disown ; 

It has a greater power we claim 
Than even king upon his throne. 

For power of kings, or pride of place. 
With all their tinselled shows unfurled, 

Are relics of a worn-out race, — 

Tis now the Press that rules the world. 

Imagine what would be the fate 

Of life and liberty and law 
If Bigotry and tyrant Hate 

Shackled the Press from Freedom's cause 1 

Our free religion then no more 

Its rich, consoling balm would bring, 

To soothe the mourner's lonely hour 
With Hope on Faith s triumphant wing. 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

Thick gloom would o'er the earth prevail, 
Brute Ignorance begin his reign, 

White-winged Commerce furl her sail 
And earth to chaos roll again. 

The statesman's wise and righteous laws. 
The patriot's deeds of valor done, 

Would sink in dark Oblivion's jaws. 
Unheard, unheralded, unknown. 

Music would perish at its birth, 

The poet's song would die unheard. 

Were there no Printing-press on earth 
To give the noble utterance word. 

Science would linger, pine and die, 
And art would droop her noble head. 

If Art of arts did prostrate lie 
Beneath Oppression's iron tread. 

By storied banks of classic Rhine 

Where Mentz lies hid in vine-clad bowers. 

Its glory Guttenberg let shine. 
And guarded all its infant powers. 

A voice more potent never spoke 

When Progress blew her loudest blast. 

And all earth's smiling valleys woke 
In gladness, to the name of Faust. 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

It hurst on earth m bri^hteiun^ rmy. 
Like morning breaking o>r the Und 

And tanght both king$ and qu«ien$ their sway 
Must come from willing subjects' hands. 

Its dawning all oppressors smote. 
And hastened Superstition's (all ; 

The Press in ominous letters wrote 
Belshazzar s doom upon the wall 

The student waited long for thee, 
Through dark Egyptian nights of gloom ; 

Their long imprisoned minds to free, 
And make the earth like Eden bloom. 

Its thunder shook the walls of crime, — 
Its power the haughty tyrant saw, 

When Printings new-born tocsin chime 
Brought reign of Liberty and Law. 

Fierce Bigotry now hides his head, 
Grim Tyranny has drooped and died, 

And Tolerance and Liberty will lead 
The nations as a faithful guide. 

New hosts now aid its grand career, 
And steam and lightning do its will, 

Bringing the news from far and near 
The numerous daily sheets to fill 
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Its sleepless feet- winged Mercuries 
Are everywhere unknown to men, 

Gathering the news with ears and eyer, 
And thought-quick phonographic pen. 

Asmodeus-like they lift the vail, 
And all earth's hidden secrets view ; 

To every wind they trim their sail, 
And saints and sinners interview. 

You'll see them on the battle-field 
Or at the sanctuary's peaceful shrine ; 

To them the criminal will yield 
The details of his midnight crime. 

The chemist to the printer brings 
Strange revelations from his cell : 

And poring o'er infin'tes'mal things. 
Can nature's wondrous story tell. 

The astronomer each starry night, 
The music of the heavens can hear ; 

But what avails, e'en Sciences' might 
If circled in a narrow sphere. 

The Telegraph, child of its will 
Responsive to its touches throb. 

Flying on Ariel's wings, until 
It ''puts a girdle round the globe. " 
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Its voice the words of wisdom bring. 
From pulpit, poet and hoary sage ; 

Its clarion notes sublimely ring 
With lofty thoughts on every page. 

Thou stampest thy enduring seal, 
For countless centuries to last. 

And ages hence thou shalt reveal 
The buried wisdom of the past 

Its latest nursling all admire, 
And list to its familiar tone, 

Travelling upon its slender wire, — 
Hallo! Hallo! the Telephone ! 

Thou royal mistress of all arts, 
All nations own thy useful sway ; 

T is thy Arch*median lever starts 
And moves the busy world to-day. 

The Press now leads the public mind, 
Spreading its influence near and far; 

Teaching all nations of mankind 
The arts of peace, not arts of war. 

Tis mightiest herald that has trod, 
On earth, its ever onward way, 

Leading all nations up to God, 
And quelling Superstition's sway. 
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When schemes of patent fraud appeal 

To capital in honest guise ; 
Its potent voice the truth reveals. 

And bursts the bubble in their eyes; 

Upholding all true men of worth, 
Whom spoils of office cannot buy,— 

Branding corruption at its birth. 
However fair the flatterer's lie. 

Its power has broken Draco's laws, 
Opened the martyr's dungeon door, — 

Spoken for Freedom's holy cause. 

And plead for all earth's work-worn poor. 

The Sultan, Shah, and haughty Czar, 
Ere they can peaceful pillows seek, 

Must sheathe the sword of bloody war. 
And let the Press with freedom speak. 

Engine of Progress and of Light, 

Renewing all earth's thumb- worn creeds. 

Fighting abuse, — maintaining right. 
And fostering great and noble deeds. 

As round revolves this lovely earth, 

The sun no fairer city views, 
Than where the Press gives daily birth, 

To "Tribune" 'Times" and "Daily News." 
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Organs of every creed and thought, 
In Saxon and in Teuton tongue. 

Comes daily with new knowledge firaught, — 
In "IntkrOckan," "Staats Zktuno. " 

Each trade and business has its voice, — 
Each play or passion, great or less ; 

Sciences neglected long rejoice 

Through special organs of the Press. 

It is the mirror that reflects. 

Our pride, our passion, and our power. 
Society's social laws and sects. 

And all the follies of the hour. 

Its conquests now are greater far, 
Than scaffold, prison-wall, or stake, 

Or all the victories of war, 
Done for religion's own sweet sake. 

While men are staunch, and true, and brave, 
With honest hearts, and willing hands, 

A free Press shall its influence wave, 
On native and on foreign lands. 

We children of the Press' birth 
Still nourish science, art, and trade ; 

We know our greatness, power and worth. 
And shall not let its glory fade. 
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Its light shall pass from shore to shore, 

And Ignorance will disappear ; 
Red war shall drench the earth no more, 

While rusting lies the sword and spear. 

Nor kings nor priests can check thy sway ; 

That glorious majesty of thine, 
Shall shine with ever-quenchless ray. 

Sweeping majestic thro' the gates of Time. 
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LINES TO MY WIFE, 

On Our Silver Weddinq Day. 
1863. May 7th, 1888. 



Yes, five and twenty years ago, 
Your golden curls my heart entwined ; 

Then all your worth I did not know — 
Your nobleness of heart and mind. 

Those speaking eyes of tender blue, 
My rougher nature still beguiles 

With influence noble, good and true, 
And not the subtle coquette's wiles. 

Your lips, that with the roses vie, 
Encircling mouth, so fair and sweet, 

Where no hypocrisy can lie. 
Nor calumny, nor vain deceit. 

And I remember, well, the time 

When you, now standing at my side, 

Stood in your morning maiden prime, 
A tender, loving, bashful bride. 
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Yet well I know that every grace 
Is not the cunning^ tricks of art ; 

The sun ne'er shone on fairer face, 
Nor life tide throbbed in truer heart. 

Besides the charms of face and form 
Which youthful maidenhood can show, 

Within thy breast I could discern 
A richer gem than diamond's glow. 

Above the price of cross or crown, — 
Beyond the reach of highest art, 

I won that gem as all my own, — 
A peerless woman's noble heart I 

No monarch then, was half so proud 
As I, when clasping that dear hand, — 

For joyous subjects round us bowed, 
And I was king of fairy-land. 

And you were Queen, whose flowing folds 

Of softest, rarest, golden hair. 
Was in my eyes a crown of gold, 

Which throned Queen might wish to wear. 

Hope's breezes blew a pleasant gale. 

The world looked bright for you and me, 

We lived in an enchanted vale, 
And set our sails on summer's sea. 
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But grief will come, and grief did come 

And visited our happy hearth, 
Smiting our hearts, — weak words are dumb 

To paint the baleful form of death. 

Yet still when trouble round us grew 
We'd each to other fondly cling 

Through weal and woe, and as time flew 
The years brought healing on their wing. 

And we had joys from year to year, 
Nor envied those of larger fame ; 

Our fireside, children's voices cheer. 
With all their merry play and game. 

In maiden grace, and manhood's strength, 
See how our future hopes are blest ; 

A girl, two boys, in youth and health, — 
A mound at Auburn holds the rest. 

Children, where'er your feet may tread. 
Still show that tender love for her 

Who many a night thy infant bed 
She watched, a faithful minister. 

She sang thee nursery soothing rhymes 
Through all your infant growing years, 

And kissed you many a thousand times. 
Thro' childhood's stumbling and its tears. 
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/ 

She laughed with you, she joined your games, 
She entered into all your joys ; 

A counsellor she, too, became, 

And playmate for her girl and boys. 

Though five and twenty years have sped. 
Leaving on cheek and brow their trace, 

Stealing the witching charms that shed 
Such glory o'er thy winsome face. 

The same kind eyes I see to-night 

As in that May-Day long ago. 
When heart to heart did then unite, 

For rich or poor, for weal or woe. 

Thro' prosperous and un prosperous years, 
**Oft pulling hard against the stream," 

Your brave dear heart did always cheer 
As faithful as in life's young dream. 

Who says there's wrinkles on your brow, 
And pallor on your girlish face ; 

'Tis but the mark of years that show 
True womanhood's enobling grace. 

To-nfght I have her at my side, — 
The past all changes like a dream, 

And I see all the maiden pride 
When she was first my wedded Queen. 
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And I, what think you, love, of me ? 

There's none my failings better know ; 
Though in my mirror I can see 

The lines where time's deep wrinkles grow. 

Dear wife, through all life's varied round, 
Its mingled web of weal or woe. 

By long experience we have found 
That joys from sweet contentment flow. 

MiLUS, a question let me ask 
Since all the future bright appears, 

Are you yet tired of wedlock's task ? 
Or, try another twenty years ? 

I've done full many a foolish thing 
That's caused regretfulness and pain ; 

I've ne'er regret I bought the ring. 
For see, I've done it o'er again. 

Enough, I see you answer **yes, " 
Eyes, cheeks and lips all answer ''yea, " 

So I will seal it with a kiss, — 
On this our Silvbr Wedding Day. 
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RANDOM RHYMES. 



ON MY DAUGHTER'S BIRTHDAY, 



MABEL LOWELL MACKENZIE. 



My daughter this is thy birthday ! 

When summer's sun on earth and sky 
Its grand kaleidoscope displays, 

Before your wondering eye. 

As in the past, may future morns 

Be fair as fragrant summer flowers, 
And rose, and heliotrope and ferns. 
Deck all life's happy hours. 

As music of the western wind, 

Wafts softly through the leafy trees, 
So may its cadence, fill your mind 
With nature's symphonies. 

And like the happy birds that sing 

Their joyous notes on plain and hill ; 
So in thy heart let music spring, 

Like gurgling brook and rill. 

14 
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The future's gate now stands ajar, 

Revealing thousand hopes within ; 
Knowledge can tread those fields afar, 
And perseverance win. 

Some obstacles across your way, 

Like stumbling blocks you'll meet, 
But Fortitude will sweep away 

These, from your zealous feet. 

The seaward sweeping rivers teach 

A lesson, never-ending, new. 
And you, ambition's goal may reach, 
If you to truth are true. 

Behind has Childhood closed its door 

On girlhood's games and dolls and toys ; 
But what the future holds in store, 
Is mixed with care's alloys. 

But shining hopes like loadstars blaze. 

Luring the feet with dazzling light. 
To bask in Sciences' new-born rays 
And taste of its delight. 

Tell her, ye comets in thy race I 

From whence ye come and whither hie ; 
Are ye but Wandering Jews of space, 
Or phantoms of the sky ? 
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Geologists, reveal to her 

The marvellous mystery of earth ; 
When Cosmos first began to stir 
To give our planet birth. 

Tell her, philosophers of thought I 

Where nature's secrets she may find ; 
The paradise that Plato sought, 
The Mecca of the mind. 

Tell her, O ocean, fierce or calm ! 

The mighty mystery that rings 

In that grand, never-ending psalm 

That you forever sing. 

Tell her, ye mighty mountains vast, 

Snow-clad or tree-crowned o'er the earth. 
What evolutions have ye passed. 
Titanic since thy birth? 



Tell her, ye winter's frost and snow ! 

Thy geometric myst'ry to learn 
In feathery flake, or crystals glow. 
Which winter panes adorn. 

Tell her, ye music sounding wind ! 

The various keys of nature's harp ; 
From mountains hoar and whispering pines, 
Each key-note fiat or sharp. 
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Tell her, ye happy birds, that sing 

In wood and field and hill and grove, 
From whence thy joyous warblings spring- 
Thy melodies of love ! 

Tell her, O blossoms sweet and rare I 
The chemic compound of thy hue ; 
Spreading thy perfume on the air, 
Nursed by the sun and dew. 

Tell her, O Charity, most rare! 

How far thy benedictions wend ; 
From heaven to earth, and everywhere, 
Till hope's fruition end 

There, in her sunshine bright and warm. 

Above the clouds of doubt and lust, 
Knowledge with her far-reaching arm 
Teaches and guards the just 

Leave creeds and sects whose bigot zeal 

Is under Superstition's pall : 
Science will soon all truth's reveal, — 
The Great First Cause of all. 

Avoid the clans of hate and fear. 
Of abject slave or tyrant king ; 
Mount to Olympian heights, and hear 
Earth's godlike heroes sing. 
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O'er clashing creeds, thy spirit clear 

Will calmly shine like morning star : 
Though Ignorance may scoff and sneer, 
Your heaven they cannot mar. 

For in those clear Pierian founts 

Lurks no sly serpent's subtle sting ; 
Thoughts free born, like Minerva, mount 
On Science' puissant wing. 

Let laudable ambition grow 

Above the purblind crowd, at least. 
Who no high asperations show 
Above the brute or beast. 

With all, be woman, free from fear 

Of mice, or spooks, or ghost, or man ; 
And independent may you steer. 

Spite of Dame Grundy's ban. 

Nor yet unsect that gentler part, 

That golden crown of womanhood, — 
A tender, gentle, loving heart 

For all that's pure and good. 

And thou, O glorious orb of day, 

And stars that shine when night appears ! 
Tell &er the secret of thy way, 

The boundaries of thy spheres. 
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Tell her, thou bright, effulgent sun ! 

What powers thy laboratory moves, 
Where thy prismatic hues are spun, 
And in the rainbow wove. 

Teach her, all things both great and small. 

The all great comprehensive love. 
Pervading and o'er-reaching all, 
In earth and heaven above. 

Great Nature, gather all thy stores 

From earth, and ocean, stars and sun, 
From birds and flowers and mountains hoar, 
From dawn till day is done. 

And fill her heart, and store her mind, 
That she may live a well spent life, 
Within whose warp and woof we'll find 
True daughter, mother, wife. 

My wish, dear daughter, is my song 

IVe sung on this your bright birthday, 
Of thoughts and fancies strange and strong — 
Poetic license I you will say. 

Take them ! my lines may be but naught 

But fancies of an old gray head, 
Whose wish is father to his thought, 
And means all he has said. 
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MABEL'S BIRTHDAY PARTY. 



TO HEB SCHOOLMATES. 



The rolling years, how fast they fly ! 

With all their swift and varied charms, 
Since you, a wee bit bairn, did lie 

Oft cuddled happy in these arms. 

But time and tide that wait for none, 
Bring hope and joy, and fear and frown. 

To cotter's cradle and to throne, — 
To beggar's brow and kingly crown. 

I've seen you at your summer's game, 
And winter's livelier sport and play ; 

When school-time's puzzling lessons came, 
Fve helped you thro* their tangled maze. 

And happy they, parent and child, 
Who share each other's confidence. 

And in their lives are reconciled 
To love's unbought inheritance. 
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A mother's love, like hovering wings, 
Watch'd nightly o'er your slumb'ring head, 

With love more rich than wealth of kings — 
Devotion such as martyrs' led 

Now girlhood's halcyon days are gone, 
You've passed the measels and the mumps; 

And life takes up more serious tone. 
See that you hold the king of trumps. 

Not long ago you all were bairns, 
But now you're maidens, fancy free : 

Maturer years have much to learn ; 
Hope looks to what is going to be. 

Then set the goal you aim to reach, 
High as a star in brow of even ; 

Though priests and critics snarl and preach, 
A happy home 's a perfect heaven. 

But while I muse time steals apace, 
Boys grow to men and girls are wooed, 

For form, or hair, or eyes, or face. 
Or wiles of budding womanhood. 

Who can withstand their winning charms ? 

Who can resist their witching looks : — 
An anchorite they can disarm 

And turn the good saint from his books. 
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Dear Bobbie Burns, in matchless song, 
Has told **when nature first began, " 

Her perfect work to girls belong, — 
T was only 'prentice work on man. 

And now we see how true his words, 
When nature reached perfection's mould, 

Where virtue, beauty, love are stored — 
Oh, girls are worth their weight in gold \ 

At least all those assembled here — 
A lovelier group was never seen : — 

How would you like your fates to hear, 
Of what's to be — not what has been? 

My horoscope is just as true 

As those astrologers relate, 
As sibyl, sphinx or seer can do 

I can as near reveal your fate. 

Not with a random lock of hair, 
Nor pack of greasy cards and fee. 

Not in a teacup's grounds to stare, 
But by poetic prophesy. 

You maid with laughter-loving eyes, 
Soon leading fashion will be seen. 

In robes of costly Tyrian dyes, 
And gorgeous — fit for Sheba's Queen. 
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There's one with hazel eyes so mild, 
Cares not in fashion's seas to roam ; 

Her life will all be reconciled, 
To husband and the sweets of home. 

There's one with ruddy auburn hair. 
With warm ambition nursed within ; 

The rostrum's terror she would dare, 
To aid her sex, reform to win. 

But you, with eyes of darker hue, 
On whom romance has set his seal ; 

I'll bring a plumed knight to you, 
In panoply of burnished steel. 

And you, dear maid, with eyes of brown. 
Your dearest wish is diamonds bright. 

Out-rivalling all within the town, 
With dazzling and prismatic light. 

There's one with eyes of liquid gray. 
Aspires to tread the mimic stage, 

And all life's passions there portray — 
The joys of love — the storms of rage. 

Yon maid, who in fine frenzy soars 
Above the clouds of baser things, 

In maiden fancy fond adores 
The beings of her imaginings. 
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Her wondVous eyes of tender blue 
Live in a realm romance endears ; 

Her beau ideal of manhood true, 
Must be a Saul above his peers. 

There's one whose life with love o'erflows 
Beyond the power of thought or words ; 

Her warm heart's throbbing she bestows 
On all God's creatures, beasts and birds. 

This maid in whose dark eyes the fire 
Of fierce ambition slumbering lies, 

Will soon awake her high desire 

And grasp with eager hands the prize. 

So in the future as I gaze, 

I see you all, on life's dark stream ; 
Some quaff the world's wild wine of praise. 

Some drink its sober milk and cream. 

Why need the agony prolong ? 

Prosperous wand is buried deep — 
The witches all are burnt or hung — 

Dame Shipton has been long asleep. 

The age of witchcraft now is dead — 
The old love philter's lost its charm. 

The riddle's solved — you need not dread 
Their prayer or curse, for good or harm. 
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This age of modern miracles — 
Man's more than Jupiter or Jove— 

He reads Diana's oracles — 
Can all the Sphinx's riddles prove. 

List to no wandering gypsy yarn — 
No truth is told in humbug's school ; 

See learning's guide-posts ever warn 
Your feet from haunts of knave or fool. 

Priests, fortnne-tellers and the knave 
All ply their trade for greed and gain ; 

Will you remain their willing slave, 
Or treat them with your just disdain? 

The fabled spell of hoodoo charms 
Can never make or mar your bliss — 

A rabbit's foot cannot disarm 
The lightning's flash or serpent's hiss. 

Nor would I round your flower-strewn feet, 
One shadow cast to mar or blot 

Those rays of happiness complete. 
That hover o'er your happy lot. 

Long may your cheeks with roses glow, 
Long may your eyes with love-light shine, 

And round your hearths perennial blow 
The tree where fruits of pleasure shine. 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

The pride of birth and pedigree, 

Are envied guerdons of a set 
Whose life is bounded by a fee 

In crumbling crown or coronet. 

But you Columbia's daughters fair, 
A mightier, nobler issue claim ; 

True womanhood and virtue rare 
Are worth centuries of tainted name. 

Your pardon ! say, what brought you here? 

I'm filled with wonder and dismay ! 
Say, did you speak ? what did I hear ? 

Oh, this is Mabels natal day. 

Yes, Fve been wandering from my theme. 

Roaming Parnassus far away ; 
Oblivious, steeped in Lethian stream, 

When this is Mabel's natal day. 

What can I say I have not said? 

What can I wish Fve not desired ? 
Do as you've done as child and maid, 

Deserve, and you will be admired. 

Not for your eyes of tender blue — 
Not for your golden tresses fair — 

Not for your lips of rosy hue, 
But for your heart that's true and rare. 
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Thy outward beauty all commend, 
Thy inward charms but few discern ; 

The beauties of thy heart transcend 
All else of figure, face or form. 

And so, my daughter, whatso'er 
The future brings of weal or woe, 

Make Reason your philosopher, 
When sorrows come or pleasures flow. 

The world is filled with light and joy. 
With here and there a cloud or gloom ; 

As gold has sometimes base alloy, 
And thorns are hid 'neath roses bloom. 

My wish, before I say good night — 
May peace and plenty fill each store, 

And each one wed their hearts delight. 
And happy live till life is o'er. 
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MY BOYS BIRTHDAY PARTY, 



TO THEIR SCHOOLMATES. 



Ye friends and chums of boyhoods time, 
Companions of our school ; 

You're verging on to manhood's prime 
Apart from teacher's rule. 

Yes, free from teacher's rule, my boys, 
Where ''rules of three'* are done, 

When you shall taste of manhood joys. 
The joys of twenty- one. 

Though happy passed the days with Grken 
And Carman, true and kind ; 

May years to come as kindly seem, 
As those you leave behind. 

Such happy days in '* Old Fifteen " 

You ne'er again will find 
Nor such a master hand as Green 

To cultivate the mind. 
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Through boyhood's early years you've met 
You've grown now almost men ; 

** Fifteen, " you never will forget 

While you wag tongue or pen. 

While you wield tongue or pen, my boys, 
Its memory ne'er shall fade, 

You'll ne'er forget brave * ' Johnston's toys " 
*• Bartholdi's light brigade. " 

A few more years and earnest toil 

Will claim your willing hands ; 

Then may no syren's cunning smile 
Mar duty's high commands. 

Mar duty's high commands, my friends. 
Keep high your noble aim, 

For those who seek life's highest goal 
Seek not for trifling game. 

Then bravely face your untried fate, 
With earnest truthful soul ; 

Press on and up to high estate — 
Yours is no common goal. 

Then fix your motto bright and high 

An ever-beaming scroll ; 
For those who kneel at learning' shrine 

Should show superior soul 
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Your lot shall ne'er be all unblest, 
If in the world you find 

As true and noble hearted friends 
As those you leave behind. 

Like those you leave behind, my friends, 
Like those that you have here ; 

Though you may part, yet in your heart 
You'll keep their memory dear. 

Before Fm through my tuneless rhyme. 

Surprises will be seen ; 
This souvenir will now appear 

Which we'll present to Grekn. 

A token of our love my boys, — 
With all our warm esteem ; 

And years to come where'er we roam 
We'll keep his memory green. 

This is a gift from grateful hearts, 
For Teacher's patient care, 

For one who knows th' Instructor's art 
And boyish feelings shares. 

And kind forbearance too, my boys — 
Ne'er lets his anger rise. 

But shows the road, that must be trod 
For learning's priceless prize. 
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There's my two lads whose added years 
Are nearly ten times three : — 

Bert's manly form above me rears, 
While Charlie's up to me. 

Yes, Charlie's up to Ma and Sire, 

While Bert looks down on me ; 

Don't blame us if we both admire 
Them and their company. 

Old age may leave its wintry frost 

On every manly brow, 
And change your forms but not your hearts 

That throb so warmly now. 

That throb so warmly now, my friends. 
For our two boys* birthday, 

But Father Time with frosty rime 
Will turn the gold to gray. 

One hearty clasp, one lingering gaze, 
In three times three we'll join, 

And sing the praise of boyhood s days 
*' The days of auld lang syne. " 

Grasp hands again, this happy day. 

See duty's beacon glow. 
And point with its unerring ray. 

The path that you should go. 
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OUR HOUSEHOLD SONG. 



Tune, — Jatves, 



Home of fond and true affection, — 
Home, where true love doth reside ; 

Ever in our recollection 
Will its happiness abide. 

Here has love its truest dwelling^, 
Far transcending Eden's bliss. 

Here no serpent's form beguiling 
Joys of love's maternal kiss. 

Happiness and peace are blending, 
Each to all, and all to each ; 

While contentment never-ending, 
Needs no aid of silvery speech. 

Day by day, our joys increasing, 

Jealousy has here no stay ; 
But affections' ties increasing. 

That will never know decay. 
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What care we for winter's bluster ? 

What care we for frost and snow ? 
Round our mother we will cluster, 

In our ruddy hearthstone's glow. 

All the songs that we've been singing, 
Through the sun and snow of years, 

Still with pjistine notes are ringing, 
With the tone that still endears. 

Winter's storm or summer's shining, 
Cannot make or mar our bliss : 

For no mystic land we're pining, — 
Heaven can give no more than this. 

Join our chorus loudly ringing, 
Let your voice be glad and strong. 

When your mother leads the singing, 
Then, we all enjoy the song. 

And the bygone still revering — 
Happier days you'll never see. 

Than the years now disappearing, 
Spent around your mother's knee. 

Sister fair, and noble brothers, 
Let the coming years still be 

Full of love for one and other, 
As you've spent round mother's knee. 
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Mother's arms around you pressing, 
With a lore that knows no end ; 

Mother's lips your own caressing, 
Truer far than any friend 

What is earth with all its blessings 

If we cannot life enjoy? 
If affections charms are missing 

What is home without their joy? 
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COLD SPRING HARBOR. 



A SUMMBB SOJOURN 



Yes, once again beside the sea, 

A thousand pleasant memories rise 
Of happy days that used to be — 

Lost summers with their sunny skies. 
Now after weary years of toil, 

I rest in this secluded bay, 
Where summer wears her fairest smile. 

From purple dawn till close of day. 

Here sea and shore in union blend, 

The pebbly beach just lies between, 
And round each gentle curve and blend 

Are set fair hills in emerald green ; 
Here on the beach I lie and muse, 

And let the wavelets kiss my feet, 
Which city pavements often bruise 

And scorch with summer's torrid heat. 
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And like the boyhood days of yore 

I breast the waters calm and blue, 
Which pristine strength again restores 

Of happy days that childhood knew, 
Corroding tooth of cankering care 

Finds here no lodgment for his maw ; 
Nature inexorable and fair 

Serves saints and sinners equal law. 



The morning dawns with song of birds 

Whose notes are sweeter to my ear 
Than human voice or human words 

Or opera's crowded boxes hear ; 
Here all day long they sing their song 

In flowering bush and leafy trees. 
And build their nests and rear their young 

For future summers' minstrelsies. 



With dew drops shining on the grass — 

The song birds welcome in the day, 
But summer days too soon will pass. 

As June has throbbed her life away , 
This seems like piece of fairy land, 

Or northern summer s safe retreat ; 
Here with my fingers on the strand 

I feel old ocean's pulses beat ! 
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From every hill- side, cooling springs 

Pour forth their floods of crystal dew ; 
And to the toil worn worker bring 

The joys they felt when life was new — 
Amid the flowers the brown bees hum, 

And o'er the breast of Gold Spring Bay, 
With torrid heat the summer s sun 

Bums fervid July's heart away. 



The faintest zephyr scarcely stirs 

A ripple on the placid bay ; 
The caw of rooks in distant firs 

Alone breaks silence' peaceful sway, 
The chirping insects' drowsy call. 

Blends with the gurgle of the streams ; 
While I beneath the locusts tall 

Am weaving webs of languid dreams. 



So life repeats its endless tales 

Of ebb and flow, like ocean's tide ; 
Sometimes we're tossed by billowy gales; 

Sometimes we calm and smothly glide : 
Fair woods where I could lie and be 

Safe shaded by o'er hanging rocks, 
Lulled by the babble of the sea. 

And sighing of Dodonian oaks. 
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The breath of clover and of brine 

Are wove together each in each ; 
Blend with the murmur of the pine, 

And watery music of the beach ; 
The fishes dancing in the sun, 

Flash their irridescent sides, 
Whose hues in ocean's caves are spun 

Deep down beneath the angry tides. 



Dear sweetheart, these are glorious days ; 

The shore is cool, the woods are fine, 
When wandering in their tangled maze 

We crush the nipples of the vine. 
Such as the nymphs and satyrs trod 

On ancient Hybla's sunny slopes, 
Where honey gathering bees abode, 

Storing ambrosial nectar drops. 



The evening falls with perfect calm, 

With crimson colors glows the west, 
The birds have sung their vesper psalm, 

Folded their wings and gone to rest ; 
To them that dwell in city streets, 

The wood nymphs never will reveal 
The secrets of their safe retreats 

That hills and woods and rocks conceat. 
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Day dies in clouded canopy 

Of purple, gold and silver bloom ; 
While Venus, Kohinor of the sky, 

Hangs 'tween the horns of crescent moon, 
At last the clouds have taken wings. 

The last few specks are floating by 
Like sunny, slight and callow things, 

Across the forehead of the sky. 



The sun has bid the world good night 

And all the trees on hill-tops kissed ; 
While western skies with rosy light, 

Are fading in the twilight mist. 
And playful ripples from the bay 

Come dancing o'er the shining sand 
Kissing the boulders dark and gray, 

That on the beach like sentries stand. 



In rosy hue the sun decends — 

The twilight deepens into dark 
And now the fairy glow-worm sends 

Bright beams like an electric spark; 
Across the bay the light -house shines 

With eye like Cyclops, fiery red ; 
And on the bay like pencilled lines 

The silvery moonbeam's rays are shed. 
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And pleasure boats with lusty strokes 

And song and shout salute the air ; 
Shore lined, the chestnuts and the oaks 

Still hold afar the feet of care. 
With pleasant sound the night wind blows 

With waters musical 'mid shells, 
Lulling the sleepers to repose 

In slumb'rous quaint melodious spells. 



So moonlit Jupiter on high, 

And belted Saturn roll afar ; 
Watch capering Capricorn go by. 

Dancing to Lyra's light guitar, 
Titania here could bring her band 

Of airy sprite, and merry fay ; 
And Helena and Ferdinand 

Could here hold summer holiday. 
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A SUMMER IN BELLVILLE. 



Glad Spring comes up the southern sky, 
With April shining through her tears, 

And buds of many a curious dye 
On oak and ash and elm appear. 

Tis then I love to lingering stroll 

'Mid budding tree, with pipe and book, 

Or lie upon some grassy knoll 
Fast which there flows a laughing brook. 

And watch the blue-birds at their play — 
The cat-bird and the stately thrush. 

Singing their joyful roundelay. 

From tree top and from tangled bush. 

Warm western winds with balmy breath, 
Blow softly over hill and dale, 

Revivifying the sleeping earth, 
From winter s icy cloak of mail. 
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Burst your brown buds O maples gay ! 

Shake feathery tassels on the air, — 
Dress all your limbs in green array, — 

Breathe perfume like a censor rare. 

The hickory 'neath its iron-bound bark, 
Feels life's reviving pulses beat ; 

And 'mid the spruce trees foliage dark, 
The dormant insects feel the heat. 

In snowy pink and white, the bloom 
Of apple trees now dressed for May, 

Waft through the orchard sweet herfume, 
And life is blithe as holiday. 

The sun's warm kiss the oak buds swells, — 
Their tender leaves the elms expand, 

And in the sheltered tangled dells 

The whirling fronds of fern leaves stand. 

The walnuts brown and varnished buds 

Are bursting into rich perfume, 
And dogwood whitens all the woods 

With masses of prosiac bloom. 

Yon sacred beech in tender green, 
With graceful swaying arms out-spread ; 

Calls back full many a boyhood scene, 
When I among its branches played. 



42 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

Guarding my porch the mountain ash, 
Still holds the mystic spell of yore, — 

A bar through which no fairies rash, 
Can cross to reach my cottage door. 

Strong faithful spruces and the pines, 
Like trusted sentinals stand guard ; 

Like burnished steel their armour shines, 
Above the flower bespangled sward. 

Beyond the healthy maples sway 
Their swelling branches green and red ; 

And gaudy trumpet flowers display, 
Rich scarlet blossoms o'er my head. 

Through silver birch the sunbeam shines, 

And every tender tassel stirs. 
Joining the music of the pines, 

When gentle winds move thro' the firs. 

Well pleased, I hear the awakening whirr 
Of insects in the grass and trees, — 

The big black beetle's buzzing birr — 
The cheerie hum of drowsy bees. 

Far from the city's noise and heat, 
And sickning sights and dismal din. 

I come to cool my town burned feet, 
'Mid verdant woods or bubbling linn. 
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The robin's pipe at morn I hear, — 

The cat-bird's clear and mellow voice — 

Shy speckled thrush with woodnotes clear — 
All these, make me and mine rejoice. 

My pleasant neighbor o'er the way, 
Wakes warbler's from their leafy nest : 

His hammer's ring, proclaims the day 
Has burst the portals of the east 

I listen to his evening choir, 

When twilight's light broods o'er the earth; 
I see the loved ones vacant chair. 

Her absence makes the widowed hearth. 

Sweet lilac's stately plumes unfold 
Their perfumed petals on the air ; 

While fleur-de-lis towers proud and bold. 
In all its pencillings rich and rare. 

High on a pine tree near my door 
The robin feeds his hungry brood ; 

While on gay wings the swallows soar, 
And twittering glean their daily food 

In sweet syringa bush is hid 
The cat-bird's nest which I espy ; 

'Mid honeysuckle's tangled thread 
Four featherless fledged finches lie. 
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Deep in my grape-vine's leafy bowers, 
The chatt'ring wrens a nest have made; 

And through the long warm sunny hours, 
Alternate sing, in sun and shade. 

My garden teems with life and flowers, 
Where happy warblers are in tune ; 

The apple tree, pink petals showers, — 
And rhododendrons are in bloom. 

Peonies' spicy odors rise 
Upon the ambient summer air, 

Kissing the voilet e'er it dies 
With nectVous sophorifics rare. 

The clustering roses round my porch, 
Are bursting into bud and bloom. 

While fragrant incense from the larch, 
With spicy odors fills my room. 

The gay nasturtiums are aglow. 
In brown and orange tinted flowers : 

Which my fair daughter watches grow, 
Ripening their capsules pungent powers. 

Clematis twining round my porch. 
Throw grateful shade from July's sun ; 

And honey-suckles form an arch, 

'Neath which to rest when day is done. 
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Narcissus' lift their silvery heads, — 
Sweet-williams show their starry face ; 

The Sylvia in a flame of red, 
Blushes as if in deep disgrace. 

Gay morning glories rich with bloom, — 
The foxgloves show cerulean blue, — 

Sweet mignonette with rare perfume. 
Is glistening in the morning dew. 

The yellow hearted marigold 

Profusely blooms with little care ; 

And four-o'clocks closed petals hold, 
Till after miday's scorching glare. 

On slender thread clematis climbs, 
Its wine-cup filled with honey dew ; 

And through my parlor window shines, 
In pink and purple, white and blue. 

And from my dew cooled garden rise, 
The heliotropes' fair faint perfume ; 

Metempsychosis like it dies, 
Changing to paradise or tomb. 

The oriole upon gaudy wings 
Flies like a flame amid the trees ; 

Where safe his love-built castle swings, 
Swayed by the summer's passing breeze. 
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The breath of June redolence gives, 
To flower and bush and fern and trees ; 

Life now is joy to all that lives, — 

Man, beasts and birds and honey bees 

Oh, natal June, thy breath is balm, 
While in my hammock here I swing, 

'Neath smiling skies whose perfect calm, 
Is rippled but by insect's wing. 

Gay humming birds on jewelled wing, 

Dart with irridescent hue, — 
To each ambrosial petal cling, 

Draining the nectarous honey-dew. 

Pencilled verbenas now display 
Bright blooming colors all aglow ; 

Pinks spicy corallas are gay — 
And gaudy dyed petunias blow. 

On glittering fields from fervent skies, 
The hot warm heart of summer broods ; 

On burnished lakes the splendor lies, 
And sun-beams dance thro' leafy woods. 

Upon my porch, I watch the moon 
Rise o*er the flushed horizon's brim ; 

And listen to the bull-frog's croon, 
Down by the banks of reedy linn. 
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The night grows dark — the air is damp, — 
The thunder shower has brought a hush ; 

The fire-flies trim their electric lamp, — 
I see them shine in tree and bush. 

But July's sun and July's heat 

Makes bloom and leaf and fruit unfold ; 
The cherries ripe are bursting sweet, 

And com now turns from green to gold. 

The boughs their load of apples bear, — 
The silk of com is turning dun, — 

The purple plum and mellow pear, 
Are ripening in the summer sun. 

As through the aisles of greening woods, 
We gaily take our Sunday route ; 

Glad voices wake the solitudes 
With merry laugh and hearty shout 

Through marshy reeds on either edge, 

Passiac's muddy waters creep 
Fattening the growth of brake and sedge. 

That on its sluggish margins sleep. 

The alders whiten in the lane, — 
The brown thrush trills his happy lay, — 

The heavy laden creeking wain. 

Bears home its perfumed load of hay. 
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Blue skies above are cloudless clear, 
And birds are singing with delight ; 

Each lake is like a mountain mere, 
With surface like a mirror bright. 

I see a gleam of ripening wheat 
On distant hills beyond the woods ; 

While o'er the vale the summer's heat 
In peacefulness of summer broods. 

Hail rosy fruit, and ripening grain, 
And hill-tops melting in the skies : 

And brooks that sing their old refrain. 
To wood-nymph's wonderous melodies. 

O'er crimson leas of clover bloom. 

The morning dew-drops flash and shine, 

Like fabrics wove in fairy loom, 
With jewels from Golconda's mine. 

Down in the orchard, 'mid the trees, 
I see my daughter and my boy. 

Swinging upon their safe trapeeze, — 
Aye, life to them is full of joy I 

Health beams within each laughing eye. 
Blue as the firmament o'er head : 

And rosy lips and cheeks that vie 

With clustering cherries pink and red. 
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Soft foamy banks of cloudlets ride 

Above me calm and dreamily : 
Loud thrilled are notes the green leaves hide 

Of warblers in the boughs near by. 

Cool zephyrs breathe upon my face, — 
Dear days of sweet mid-summer time ; 

I lie spell-bound in thy embrace, 
And read, and dream, and rhyme. 

I see across the valley wide 

The hill-tops kiss the distant sky ; 

The line where blue and green divide — 
Saphire and emerald's purple dye. 

I mourn the fading hours that pass. 
When all the breezes breathe of balm : 

Lying upon the velvet grass, 
And round me Sunday's perfect calm. 

When Phebus opes the golden day 

Through gates of purple, pink and pearl, 

And woods resound with roundelay 
Of robin, linnet, thrush and merle ; 

T is then I hie through shady lanes. 
To join the early town bound train ; 

Through waking villages it gleans 
For city shops their brawn and brain. 
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As through those lanes and fields I dart, 
And hasten to the far off town, 

I pick the marguerite's golden heart, 
And tiger li 11 y's jewelled crown. 

Gold-hearted butter-cups I cull, 

And yarrow with its milk-white bloom , 

And clover, like a lambkin's wool, 
Breathing of honey's sweet perfume. 

The brooklet sings its summer trills, — 
The wood-rooks caw their doleful note ; 

From the dark woods the whippoorwill's 
Dismal discordant wailings float. 

By borders of the dusty lane, 

The silver thistle down floats by : 

And grapes are purpling on the vine, — 
Trees shine in gold and crimson dye. 

The brown hawk sails on noiseless wing, 
Narrowing his circles sweeping ray , 

Then like an arrow from its string 

Darts down upon the unconsious prey. 

Grapes hold imprisoned wine-drops red, — 
The golden sun-flowers watch the sun. 

In benediction bow their head. 
As past the happy moments run. 
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The morn with mists of silver dew 
Reveals the web the spider weaves ; 

And vines and sumac change their hue, 
To gold and crimson tinted leaves. 

I welcomed May with changing skies, 
I hailed Queen June with rosy hours, 

Grudging each moment as it flies, 
Telling them on a rosary of flowers. 

To-night through Fancy's potent power, 
I traverse back on memory's wing. 

O'er forty years of snow and flowers. 
And Hope's exalted promising. 

And in a contemplative mood, 
I watch the fire-light fairies play. 

Round glowing logs of hickory wood. 
As if 'twere summer s holiday 

Without I hear the Borean blast, — 
Within the cheerful fire-log glows, — 

Beyond Hope's rainbow shines at last, 
And now content I toast my toes. 

Rare happy moments I can spend, 
When winter's finger paints the panes ; 

For Fancy can her pleasure's lend. 
To walks through shaded country lanes. 
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As dreamers do, I marvel much, 

At change and chance that come and go : 
Of golden August's balmy touch. 

And shivering winter's frost and snow. 

The hand of frost his pencillings trace, 
On forest, field and fallow brown ; 

And moaning winds the trees embrace, 
And shake their florid glories down. 

The mountain ash with crimson hands 
His gory locks shake to and fro ; 

Or like a red-cross knight he stands 
His ruddy emblems proud to show. 

O'er hill and dale, by town and shore, 
The Equinoxial's war notes scream ; 

The mournful diapason sounds its choir, 
O'er all the grand chromatic scene. 

And so the seasons come and go, 

Spring, Summer, Autumn, Winter drear ; 

The Cycles into centuries flow, 
Like waves upon a shoreless sea. 

Now birds and flowers and all are fled. 
And dismal clouds swell every breeze ; 

My thoughts will follow where they lead. 
To sunny meads, and sUmmer seas. 
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SMOKING. 



In my arm chair rocking, 

My meershaum smoking^, 
And blue wreaths floating around my head ; 

Their balm inhaling, 

While fancy sailing, 
By troops of pleasant memories led. 

Earth's cares are fleeting. 

For I am meeting. 
The phantom fancies we meet in dreams ; 

In fields Elysian, 

My raptured vision, 
Beholds a scene that heavenly seems. 

No necromancer. 

Nor vain romancer, 
Nor Cagliostro's fabled skill, 

Can carve thee neater, 

Or make thee sweeter, 
Than when with Durham thy bowl I fill. 
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ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 



O noblest hero of supremest worth, 
Surpassing all in song and story ; 

None worthier ever passed from earth, 
And left behind a brighter glory I 

What chaplet shall we weave for thee 
Of bay or laurel most befitting ? 

Now foes both North and South agree — 
Thy honest purpose all admitting. 

To thee the whole world homage pays, 
With tenderest thought thy name revering, 

As mists of passion pass away. 
Brighter thy records are appearing 

In thee a champion justice found, 
Yet mercy blended every failing ; 

It was not thine to make a wound 

Or turn the tide 'gainst smoother sailing. 
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For when ye took the helm of fate 
How darkly dismal loomed the sky ; 

Athwart each slavery-haunted State 
Rang wail of slave and tyrant's cry. 

Hopeful amid the ensanguined gloom, 
Thy trustful spirit never faltered, 

Until was sealed secession's doom. 

And treason's serpent crush'd and haltered. 

O wisest, purest, tendercst one I 
That liberty had e'er defended ; 

A worthy peer for Washington 

Who freedom's cradle watch'd and tended. 

O tenderest heart whose power of love, 
In wide compassion all transcending ; 

Malice to none thy life did prove, 
And charity to all extending. 

Dear martyred one who left a land. 

Where gentle peace her wings were folding, 

And by a stroke of thy all gentle hand 
Was into peace all factions moulding. 

We mourn for thee untimely slain, 
As thy great work was near completed ; 

What honors more did yet remain? 
What treason more to be defeated ? 
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On Gettysburg's ensanguined field, 

Thy patriotic inspiration 
Hallowed the ground by crimson sealed, 

Than made us one United Nation. 

When Fame, with her impartial pen 

Writes down the names we love to think on, 

High over all the sons of men 
We'll read the name of 

ABRAHAM LINCOLN. 
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JOHN G. WHITTIER. 



Sweet singer whose poetic fire, 

Has touched in all the tenderest chords; 
We love to listen to thy lyre, — 

It's gentle sounding words 

Friend of the black, who suffered long 

In galling chains of pain and woe ; 
The clarion free notes of thy song. 

Struck slavery many a blow ! 

Where'er was suffering, wrong or sin, 

Thy noble words espoused their cause, 
And helped the poor oppressed to win 
Release from bondage laws. 

Enchanted by thy mellov^r muse, 

Tribes yet unborn from every clime, 
Will thy delightful lines peruse, 

Neath freedom's broadening vine. 
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Where'er New England's sons may roam, 

A heritage to them belongs ; 
All fair Columbia's happy homes, 
Are dearer by thy songs. 

Truth sings thy praise, as ye have hers : 

The granite hills — the wave lashed shore 
The music that the pine tree stirs, 

And rhyming cascades roar. 

Thy pen has painted autumn woods, 

In truthful words of brown and gold; 
The mystery of their solitudes. 

Thy muse to us unfolds. 

Thy dear id y lie lyric stirrs. 

Where'er the Saxon tongue is heard ; 
We hear it in the winter firs. 

And at the fireside board. 

The story which thy muse has wove, 

In "Snow Bound's" never melting form 
Is deeply twined in hearts that love 

New England's winter storm. 

Interpreter of nature's moods, 

Ye touch with master hands the keys, 
That open up vast solitudes. 

And maze of endless mystery. 
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THE JOYS OF CHRISTMAS. 



Again revolving Time brings round 
The happy season of the year ; 

When kindness, mirth and joy abound, 
Round tables heaped with Christmas cheer. 

Draw up the chairs, stern winter bold 
Is painting panes with forms of frost ; 

Outside the arms of elm trees old, 

By blustering Borean blasts are tossed. 

The snow drifts whiten every street, — 
Pedestrians plod with heavy heel ; 

And cart and car laborious creep, 

With groaning sound and muffled wheel. 

In snake like wreaths and fold on fold, 
The white smoke floats upon the air ; 

E'en the poor moon looks pinched and cold, 
And stars shine with a shivering glare. 

What care we for the storm without? 

Go bring the rose red apples in ; 
And watch the pop-corn batteries shout. 

Like skirmish line when fights begin. 
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And sing the songs of olden times, 
Of love and glory and romance ; 

While laughter with its merry chimes 
Helps on the merry country-dance. 

Tell tales of old — once on a time, — 

Let all the elfin fairies loose, 
With snatches of old runnic rhymes, 

And melodies of ** Mother Goose. " 

Th« Grandame and the Grandsire gray, 
Relax their face where wrinkles grow, 

And with their little children play. 
As they were wont long, long ago. 

Th« poet's song, — the hero's tale 
Of beauteous maid with loving glance ; 

Which love can win, where wealth may fail. 
And all the charms of strange romance. 

So let the Borean bluster roar, 

You toast your toes and store your mind ; 
Set this old legend o'er your door, — 

**Who enters here leaves care behind. " 

May Christmas each revolving year. 
To you, hope, love and honor bring 

To full fruition, hearts to cheer. 
Like singing birds in early spring. 
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WEST ARLINGTON, N. J. 



Before my cottage door I sit, 
And watch the slow descending sun, 

Weaving the curtains of the west, 

Where loveliest warp and woof are spun. 

A living picture rich and rare, 

Such as no painter's pencil limned ; 

The distant hills melt in the air 

With softest purple tinges dimmed. 

The river gliding at my feet, 

Whose banks are set with stately trees ; 
And white-winged boats are flying fleet 

Before the summer's balmy breeze. 

Its surface mirrors cloud and sky 

Like fancy forms m fairy-land, 
Where spell-bound islands calmly lie — 

Deep emerald hemmed, with golden sand. 
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No artist's palette ever held 
Such tints as deck the early morn, 

Nor Titian's brush did ever gild 
Such hues as western skies adorn 1 

A gorgeous panorama's spread 

Of changing hues of cloud and sky, 

And mount and meadow green arrayed, 
In peacefulness of beauty lie I 

I see the Orange Mountains rise 
Enpurpled in th« sunset's glow 

As day in royal splendor dies — 

Times breathless silent ebb and flow. 

The fleecy clouds, like phantom ships, 
Drift upward with the evening breeze, 

Till darkening shades their forms eclipse, 
And vanish into shoreless seas. 

Delightful hours of summer eves, 

I feast on pleasant sights and sound — 

The wild bird's song among the leaves — 
And odors from the flowery ground. 

How swift the happy moments fly. 

While here I musing take my ease, 
And watch fantastic shadows lie 

'Mid frescoed arches of the trees. 
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The moon peeps thro' the cloud's dark gate— 
The stream a silvery pathway seems ; 

Here Fancy strays to meditate 
On peacefulness of rural scenes. 

Here can imagination throw 

A glamor over nature's face 
Transforming simple flowers that grow 

To things of beauty, love and grace. 

The ebon crow, on weary wings, 
Pursues his slow and steady flight : 

Below the lone cicada sings 
Through stillness of the summer's night 

And all these matchless scenes are mine — 
My wondering eyes, delighted, see 

The morning's glow, the sun's decline, 
Without a purchase price or fee. 

Now summer's sunny days are past — 
The white breath of the Winter King 

Has over all the landscape cast 
A blight like demon's deadly wing. 

Through leafless trees the wailing wind 
Plays dirge-like notes on nature's lyre, 

And now the cosiest place I find 
Is by the lee side of the fire. 
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TO MY PIPE. 



Bring forth my Durham and my pipe, 
My slippers and my easy chair, 

While from my toil-worn brow I wipe 
The sweat drops of my daily care. 

Now for a few short hours at least. 
Thy soothing influence thoul't lend, 

Where nothing can my peace molest ; 
My evening hours in peace I spend. 

With spark Promethian touch the bowl. 
And watch the fragrant vapor coil ; 

More cheering to my heart and soul, 
Than incense in Cathedral aisle. 

So here I sit, and dream and muse ; 

While Fancy's feet Parnassus tread, 
And watch the slow disolving views. 

Of aureols floating round my head. 
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No merchant, prince, or millionaire, 
Nor king, nor Kaiser in their pride, 

Can taste the joys of life I share. 
With pipe and Durham by my side. 

The fool, the dandy and the dude, 
Are chasing fashion's fleeting shows, 

While I'm by sweeter fancies wooed. 
That in my rosy meershaum glows. 

The poet pondering o'er his lyre. 
His feeble thoughts to slowly drain 

Until the Durham's smoke inspires 
His heavy, dull and sluggish brain. 

When autumn winds roar dull and drear. 
Thro' leafless trees with mournful notes, 

My warm-faced friend the glom can cheer. 
As round my head its fragrance floats. 

When winter with its sleet and snow, 

Spreads over all its icy mail ; 
By hickory logs I toast my toes, 

And smoke my pipe and drink my ale. 

Nor dread the blizzard's bitter blast. 
Above the chimney-tops that roar; 

I watch fantastic shadows cast 

By fire-light's blaze on wall and floor. 
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TO VIRGINIA POWELL. 



Dear little girl whose tender feet. 
As yet upon life's threshold stand ; 

Around whose head, commingling meet. 
Nought but the touch of loving hands. 

The future shines with rainbow hope. 
Propitious of the coming days ; 

And on that happy horoscope. 

You may with fond assurance gaze. 

Had I a wish to be fulfilled, — 
Could I the hand of Fate control ; 

All harsh discordance should be stilled. 
And pleasant scenes delight the soul. 

Far from the noisy marts of trade, 

Id have you live mid flowers and trees, 

And hear, in field and forest glade 
The bugle of the humming bees. 
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In mute communion — wondrous sweet, 
Nature to thee would then reveal 

Joys that no tongue could e'er repeat, — 
A trusting silence breaks her seal. 

The rolling years will swiftly come, 
With many changes on their wing ; 

May sorrow's voice be ever dumb, 
And happiness her sonnets sing ! 

Fair youth may wave her tresses bright, 
And love beam from each sparkling eye ; 

In snowy neck, nor hands of white 
Does sweet contentment alway lie. 

'Tis in the heart that's good and true, — 
The calm the deep, the thoughtful mind — 

The soul of innocence we view. 
With actions noble, brave and kind 

And you, my friend, I share with thee, 
And birds and trees and forest flowers ; 

May life like theirs as tranquilly 
Glide calmly past on golden hours. 

Welcome the morning with a song, — 
And greet the evening with a smile — 

True joy does still to earth belong ; 
Fear not the fabled serpent's guile. 
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True goodness lives not in a creed — 
Joy knows no geographic bound ; 

Where er true virtue's footsteps lead. 
Will paths of pleasantness be found. 

Heed not the fabled myths of old. 
All bom at superstition's birth ; 

T was ignorance the story told, 
Casting a gloom upon the earth. 

This is an age when sciences* wand, 
Does serpent superstition smite ; 

And exorcises from the land, 

The mildews of tradition's night. 

We know the good we can do here, 
Amid this world of wild un rest ; 

And if we reach another sphere, 

Deeds and not creeds will be the test. 

May birds sing ever in your skv, 
And flower bloom ever in your heart ; 

Then demons of despair will fly, 
And melancholy's fiends depart. 

Still wear a sweet contented smile, 
Thro* nights with all their starry dreams. 

Through days with all their care and toil, 
Sing like the music haunted streams. 
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Laugh like the sunshine and the flowers, 
And play with all youth' s prankish parts, 

And dear delight will fill yours hours 
And cheer your own and other hearts. 

Such is the wish, a gray-beard prays 
May tend your steps for many a year. 

From maiden hours, to woman's day, 
'T will youth and maid together cheer. 
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WINTER IN THE WOODS. 



To-day I walked amid the pines, 

Through which the winter breezes sigh, 

With monotone of lingering rhymes 
At chilling air and lowering sky. 

A mournful wailing for the past, 
E'en like the sigh of human heart. 

When death's dark shadow overcast 
And loving friends forever part. 

The leafy draperies of the trees 
Are scattered widespread to and fro. 

By every wild and wintery breeze 
That sweeps across the fields of snow. 

The woods are songless, — fields are bare. 
And shivering in the winter blast 

Some tiny warbler here and there 
On timid fluttering wings flies past. 
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The icy chariots of the north 

Sweep o'er the land with angrier gust, 
And snowflakes drift like ocean's froth 

When wind-lashed waves in fury burst. 

I hear the trumpets of the deep, 
Like loud incessant thunders roar, 

As furious combers shoreward sweep 
Oh desolate and lonely shore. 

I walked along the wooded marge, 
And viewed the chain of purple hills 

That lay along the horizon's verge, 
Which winter's snowy garment fills. 

'T is here the sun's departing beams 

Like a rare benediction fell ; 
Brooding 'tween earth and sky there seems 

A mystic melancholy spell. 

The sun sinks with a ruddier brown 
And tinges all the horizon's rim ; 

While death-like shadows settle down 
In evening's dusky darkness dim. 

But leaden skies shall not prevail. 

Nor winter waves sob on the shore ; 
The voice of spring again we'll hail 

By summer's sea and leafy bower. 
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MONODY, ON W. J. MALEY. 



He was my friend ; how few Ive met, 
Along life's ever changing way, 

Like him, whom I shall ne'er forget 
While life and memory holds sway. 

He was my friend when fortune smiled : 
He was my friend when grief oppressed. 

And fate's mysterious hand beguiled 
My days of joy — my nights of rest. 

With spirits light from day to day, 
No ghost of gloom did him attend ; 

He spread contentment's sunny ray, 
Nor made a foe, nor lost a friend. 

His busy brain was active still 
In conjuring up some sweet surprise. 

Life's cup with wine of joy to fill 
And dry the tear of sorrow's eyes. 
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No doleful strain can fit my rhyme 
To tell his story, good and true ; 

For life to him was as a dream, 
All touched and tinged with rosy hue. 

Like font, joy burst within his heart, 
Round which the dancing sunbeams play ; 

Making all grief and gloom depart, 
And ushering in Millennium day, 

The repartee and mother wit, 

That frequent from his lips did flow. 

Did ne'er with poison's venom hit. 
But steeped in honey's golden glow. 

A heart too generous by far, 

Amid this selfish world of sin, 
Where sordid passions clash and jar 

For place and power and wealth to win. 

By nature formed for love and joy. 
By fate confined to labor's school ; 

He daily strove to hate destroy 
And life with deeds of kindness rule, 

His cheery voice, his blithe " Hello !" 
Was like the sunshine after rain ; 

Diffusing joy where it may go 
And banishing the thoughts of pain. 
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A smile more than a sermon is. 

And sympathy is more than psalms ; 

No false pretension e'er was his 
Of creeds, and cants, and shams, 

But now no more will smile or word 
Illume our toil-stained path of strife ; 

But memory often will afford 
Sweet recollections of his life. 

Companions of his daily toil 
Listen, expect to hear his voice, 

Or see his glad, good-natured smile 
That bade despondency rejoice. 

Death s unrelenting hand laid low 
A heart that bubbled o'er with joy ; 

A mother weeps beneath the blow 
That robbed her of her favourite boy. 

And sisters mourn a brother dead, 
A link is lost — the chain is broke — 

The sad farewell at last is said — 

Their heads are bowed in sorrow's yoke. 

His brothers, too, as keenly feel 
The stroke that laid their kinsman low, 

As o'er their eyes the grief dews steal. 
From hearts that sorrow overflows. 
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E'en she, the unconscious child, will miss 
Her papa*s morn and eve caress — 

His loving smile — his parting kiss, 
Each day her infant lips did press, 

His little boy can scarcely know 
Why fate should rob him of his sire ; 

Why he should taste the cup of woe 
Crushing his young heart's fond desire. 

In widowhood she'll hopeless wait 
For him who never will return — 

His going or his coming late 

No more will greet her eve or morn. 

'Twas hard to bury out of sight 
Your darling in his tender years ; 

The blossom of your heart's delight, 
The sacred shrine which hope uprears. 

And this is life, to love and lose. 

And find our glad lips striken dumb ; 

Pleading we call and they refuse 
Again unto our arms to come. 

To see the idol of our youth 

To fair and graceful manhood grow 

Till death, with heartless hand of ruth, 
The shattered shrine in dust laid low. 
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To see it sudden disappear, 

Leaving appaling emptiness ; 
And feel shut out from those so dear, 

Howe'er against death's door we press 

Forever now that cell is locked, 
All that was dearest now is hid : 

Our questions are by silence mocked, 
Dumb lips lie 'neath the coffin lid. 

The gate is closed, — we call in vain 
To sightless eyes and silent lips ; 

The old smile greets us not again — 
All vanished are in death's eclipse. 

Howe'er we plead there's no reply ; 

Beyond the boundary of that gate 
Love's old impassioned voice may cry, 

But breaks on distance desolate. 

Death's wings still unrelenting fly. 
And o'er our path like shadows creep ; 

In new-made grave the loved ones lie 
In bondage of eternal sleep. 

And lonely vigils now she'll keep — 
For steps that ne'er will greet her ear — 

That made her heart with gladness leap ; 
Filling home's sacred atmosphere. 
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But wheresoever his soul may dwell, 
In balmier air or sunnier climes ; 

These simple words my feeling tell, 
If he should read these heartfelt lines. 
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SUMMER IN THE CATSKILLS. 



'Mid Catskills fairy haunted hills, 

Calmly her valleys lie asleep, 
Among her mountain murmuring rills 
That ever onward creep. 

And ripple over rocky beds — 

Alternate sing with rush and roar, 
Against the rocks their course impedes, 
O'er which they babbling pour. 

Amid the dark green woods I lie. 

And hear a thousand murmurs pass ; 
For life is rife in earth and sky, — 
In brooks and waving grass. 

Lying neath shadow's of the trees. 

Are ferns and flowers and leafy bliss ; 
My town-worn eyes delighted sees 
The wanton west wind kiss. 



79 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

And where the waving branches stir, 
The nymph, the fairy, and the fay, 
Leave shady nook and frowning fir, 
For summer hoHday. 

Here let me lie, till lost in dreams — 
'Mid woods my old delight recall ; 
Where sunlight glories dance and gleam. 
With shifting shade o'er all. 

Those summer winds that o'er me play. 
Are fresh from yonder mountain tops. 
Where only hoary hemlocks grow. 
Along the rocky slopes. 

Hark ! to the bugle of the stream. 

So soft and low like muffled drum — 
Is't fairy music, or a dream ? 

Or bees or brooklet's hum ? 

No matter whether dream or bees. 
Or happy fay, or gurgling rills ; 
I bare my brow to healthful breeze, 
'Mid Catskills verdant hills. 

And dream an idle hour away, 

From city dust and city trade, 
'Mid leaves where birds and sunshine play 
In Catskills green clad shade. 
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Here the blue harebell hangs its bloom, 
Kissed by the sun and midnight dew ; 
While mount o'er mount majestic loom 
To my delighted view. 

But can it be that city sounds 

Hare dulled the music of my ear ? 
While hear I tread on hallowed ground, 
No fairies can I hear. 

But fancy, with my half-closed eyes 

Can people every hill and glen, 
Till wonders upon wonders rise, 
Of nymphs and little men. 

But have I lost Prospero's wand ? 

Romantic boyhood's wide domain — 
That paradise of fairy-land 

I cannot conjur up again. 

Old Rip Van Winkle 's passed away, 
His gun, his dog, his humble cot ; 
And every sportive sprite and fay. 
Are almost all forgot. 

Yet still beneath the greenwood boughs, 

I feel the touch of nature's wand ; 
When trade a few brief hours allows 
In Catskills fairy land. 

8i 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

A thousand joys are round me spread 

And nature's murmuring minstrelsies, 
Arc quivering in the leaves o'erhead, 
And in the earth and skies. 

And touch with unseen finger tips, 

The mountains and the rippling stream ; 
And move my pen and trembling lips 
As if in happy dream. 



Yet once again, I wake to hear 

The rush, the rumble, and the noise 
Of city streets within my ear, 

And screaming paper boys. 

To sight and smell the gras^'is sweet, 

When streamlets sing and leaves are green; 
I love to cool my pave scorched feet 

Through lanes of moonlight sheen. 

When skies are blue, and clouds are white. 
And fields are green, and flowers are fair, 
And every scene the eye delights, 

And peace broods everywhere. 



82 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

Then, for a few brief hours I stray 

Within this mountain shaded vale ; 
I draw delight and sing my lay 

Of hill and stream and vale. 

To me, the minstrels of the wood 

Pour out a splended flood of song, 
From the umbrageous solitude, 
Hid the dark trees among. 

Those warbling poets on buoyant wing, 

Thrill as no gaudy opera can ; 
Without reward of fee, they sing 
Free floods of song to man. 

Thro' all the woods the wild flowers grow, 

And mosses creep, and ivyes twine, 
And ferns their graceful branches show, 
'Neath towering oak and pine. 

The warm sun woes the fertile earth. 

With lavish passion's burning glance ; 
And birds and bees are full of mirth, 
Like children in a dance. 

And everywhere, the ripening fruit 

Hangs mellowing in the passing breeze ; 
While big eyed kine in silence mute, 
Rest under shady trees. 
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Deep in thy bosom, Catskill hills 

I wake to breathe thy healthful air, 
And with new life my body fill ; 

From work-day toil and care. 

From nature's font I draw delight, 

As bees from flowers their sweetness take : 
At morning, noon or dewy night, 

When calm, sleeps wood and lake. 

And where the sprightly mavis trills 

His wild-wood notes so soft and long ; 
And all my toil-worn body thrills 

Till spell-bound with his song. 

He's the true poet, we but mock 

His splendid flood of untaught song ; 
Our feeble lays his feelings shock. 

With harshness of our tongue. 

How vain are we to catch the praise. 

Of flattery from the critic's pen ; 
Not so the feathery bard whose lays. 
Outrivals gifted men. 

Let man, with all his blare and brass, 

And dust and dirt of city streets 
With lio infernal sound trespass 
Within this blest retreat. 
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Yet here the braggard and bizarre, 

Invade those green aisles sanctified. 
With vaunt to make the rustics stare — 
With falsehood fortified. 

Banish such thoughts that come to me. 

While in the shaded wood I lie. 
And dream the dream that still perceives, 
The fairies in the butterfly. 

In trembling leaf and waving grass, 

I only hear the dryads speech ; 
All these the trade hardened victims pass. 
It sounds beyond their reach. 

The fortune hunter and the fraud 

Here for a common object meet ; 
One comes to ply nefarious trade, 
The other cames to cheat. 

How oft we see in satin gown. 

And diamond glare before us flit ; 
Gross wealth its pedigree disown 
When trying to make a hit. 
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JBut now my dream is at an end, 

For just as I had crossed Broadway, 
I met a true and trusted friend 

Who had been long away. 

Around about us rush the crowd ; 
Each side a double file appear ; 
A thousand noises long and loud, 
All jar upon my ear. 

Like a huge snakes, the *'L" roads wind, 
Their torturous path 'mid human lives ; 
And homes on either side we find, 
Of Lazarous and Dives. 

But may your home, with love's bright smile 

Perennial bloom with wedded bliss ; 
This Eden, may no snake defile, 
To mar its happiness. 

Let children, in their noisy mirth 

Enjoy their play with happy mind, 
This home's the dearest spot on earth. 
Their wandering feet will find. 
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CHARLES G. DAUS. 



A score and ten of happy years 

Are vanished with their flowers and frost ; 
And now this jovial band appears, 

To honor Daus, our genial host 

Whatever the future holds in store 
Of fortune's frown or fortune's smile, 

May ne'er misfortune cross your door 
And household love and hope beguile. 

May all the bounteous stores of earth 
Supply each fond and wished desire ; 

May love, with pure promethean breath, 
Keep bright and clear the nuptial fire. 

But wealth alone no joys bestow — 
The simple cypher stands for naught ; 

Love is the factor which can show 
The source of every joy that's sought. 
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May all thy friends as Damons prove, 
And thou to them as Pythias stand, 

Linked by that chain of unbought love 
That stretches over every land. 

May health, with bright and joyous glee, 
Still make your roof and rafters ring 

With childhood's mirthful revelry, 
Beyond the ransom of a king. 

Still let thy heart with sunshine glow, 
And gladden all thy friends around. 

As summer's sun make flow rets grow 
And spread their beauty on the ground. 

As Hope, when youth is in its prime, 
Tinges all scenes with rosy hue, 

May ripening years of life's decline 
Still find your plighted troth hold true ! 

The longings of the human heart 
To future cast its hopeful gfleam, 

When man's injustice will depart 
And time fulfill the patriot's dream. 

Time's shuttle busy weaves its web ; 

Dark destiny before our sight 
Mysterious moves, as flow and ebb 

Of waxing and of waning night. 
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And they whose white unwounded feet, 
As yet but tread life's sunny lanes ; 

Whose Hope's enticing radiance meet, 
And guileless yet their faith remains. 

Lead them where patient Science sits, 
And Reason's torch illumes their way ; 

No make-believes, or dangerous pits, 
Can then their footsteps lead astray ! 

And she, the darling of your home, 

Shrined in a niche by love embowered ; 

And linked to thee for years to come 
With Love's imperial sceptre dowered. 

Still shield her with a loving hand — 
Protect her from the storms of life ; 

No richer gift can man command, 
Than true and faithful loving wife. 

Fair looks the future to my gaze, 

With fleecy clouds and peaceful sky — 

Sure augury of happy days 

In distant years that quietly lie. 

And when the winter snows of Time 
Have mixed the silver with the gold, 

With pencillings of his frosty rime. 
May no regret the past unfold* 
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A well spent life of work and deeds — 
A noble heart — a helping hand, 

Is worth a tome of musty creeds 
In spreading welfare through the land. 

To-night the very gods are glad — 

The revels of Olympian boys 
Are but a worn out mystic fad — 

These are substantial modern joys. 

And when within the coming years, 

When budding girls will press your knee, 

Gaze in their eyes — time disappears — 
Their mother's face in youth you'll see. 

Yet other guests to you may come, 

To share your love and thoughtful care. 

As widening circle of your home 
Makes room for still another chair. 

Then she with all a mother's pride, 
In counting o'er her vanished joys. 

Will find fond clinging by her side 
Their father's features in her boys. 

And now you men and women gay, 
Speak all your honest wishes free, 

And join your bard, and let us say : 
Long life to Daus and family. 
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SPRING. 1884. 



Once more the fair green earth I tread, — 
Once more I breathe the breath of spring; 

Amid the trees above my head 
Again I hear the robins sing. 

The dandelion's disks of gold, 
The children's heart with rapture fills, 

And snow-drops silvery cups unfold 
Beside the yellow daffodills. 

The starry eyed anemonies 

Amid the tender grfisses peep ; 
Wooed by the sunshine and the breeze, 

That softly through the forest creep. 

The maples hang their fringe of lace, — 
The chestnut waves his gaudy plumes ; 

And ferns their curling fronds unlace, 
To show the work of nature's loom. 
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The larch puts on its rosy beads, — 
The elm with tassels deck its boughs, 

And pussy willow's wooly heads 

Nod where the rippling streamlet flows. 

And every tree and every bush 
Feel the reviving breath of spring ; 

While sweet the silver throated thrush 
Her warbling wood notes sings. 

The apple trees are all abloom , — 
The dogwood's snowy buds unfold. — 

The lilac sheds its rare perfume, 
And fleur de lis its blue and gold. 

So once again, trees, birds and flowers. 
Delight my winter weary eyes ; 

When I can bask in summer bowers, 
*Mid grasses green — 'neath sunny skies. 
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HENRY FRY. AND C. G. M 



Look Henry, at the dial's face, 

And hark I the slow unwinding ticks 

Of Time, upon his tireless race : 
He tells us we are fifty six. 

Both you and I have oped our eyes. 
To dawns of half a hundred years ; 

Watched summer's sun and winter's skies, 
In beauty blue, and gloomy tears. 

But suns and snows and smiles and sighs. 
Fill every life though long or short ; 

An infant mewling, or a hero dies. 
Are but an every day report. 

We've had our loves, we have them still. 
With all that love to us impart ; 

Mine all life's daily missions fill ; 
Yours unforgot live in your heart. 
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And I remember long ago. 

When she, your queen beloved the best, 
Sat in your ruddy hearthstone's glow. 

With a sweet babe upon her breast. 

Her dark eyes shone with double love. 
And babe and sire had equal part ; 

Who like twin stars in union move. 
Centered supreme within her heart. 

Yet who can reckon up how dear 
Those treasures were you early lost, 

Making your life like desert drear, 
Or sailless ship that's tempest-tossed. 

In coming years, Ob, may thy feet, 
Tread rosy paths, where hum of bees 

May weave a melody so sweet. 
Awakening long lost memories. 

To-night we lift the veil and see, 

The years that Time has swallowed up ; 

Where we have quaffed felicity. 
And also drained the bitter cup. 

But Oh, the joy that has been ours, 

When summer's sun resplendent shone ; 

Fleet-winged sped those happy hours. 
As mountain streamlets seaward run. 
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Tve had my sorrows, so have you, , 
Which rankled deeply in our breast, 

When death our loved ones hid from view, 
And laid them one by one to rest, — 

Upon that shoreless sea afar. 

From whence no voice has ever come ; 
We look, and see Hope's beaming star. 

Beyond the portals of the tomb ! 

But age nor time, can rob the joys 

That filled our halcyon boyhood days; 

When we were happy hearted boys. 
In Erin's groves, or Scotia's braes. 

We had no thought of pounds or pence, — 
The cankering cares of life or age ; 

Light heart and health was recompense, — 
Aye, worth an earldom's heritage. 

Dame Fortune often deigned to smile 
On us with fond and favoring eyes. 

Helping us over many a stile, 
That on life's thorny pathway lies. 

I've like a wandering comet been, — 
You like a star that's firm and fixt ; 

Our perihelion we have seen, — 
We've passed the milestone fifty-six. 
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And looking from the dizzy height, 
Of half a century's sun and snow ; 

We see far west the shining light, 
Of sunset's gold and purple glow. 

So, gliding down the western side 
Facing the path our journey lies ; 

Until we reach the great divide 
Of life and death's vast mysteries. 

What though our pristine beauty's gone, — 
Bald pate well matches locks of gray ; 

And eyes where youthful vigor shone, 
Now look through spectacled decay. 

So I might ramble on and muse, 
With busy brain and feeble pen, 

Till autumn's years with damp and dew, 
Had scored the allotted three-score ten. 

Not lost my rhyming hours shall be, 
If as they pass, my heart still sings, 

Of one who moves it tenderly — 

The guest long years of friendship brings. 

I never could life's riddle read ; 

And none the future can unfold ; 
Then let us walk with stately tread. 

And gracefully we'll both grow old. 
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What matter though the frost of age, 
Has changed to silver locks of gold ; 

From Fate's dark book we'll tear the page, 
That dares to say, we're growing old 

June's summer zephyrs gently sigh, — 
June's summer roses richly bloom ; 

And every breeze that passes by. 

But bears our natal month's perfume. 

To-night we pass the fleeting hours, — 
The tenth of June but scores the line — 

Our birthday with its fruits and flowers, 
And memories dear of *'auld lang syne. " 
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AUTUMN. 



A soft haze lies 

Neath autumn skies, 
And flash in woods and country lanes ; 

And birds are dumb, 

But partridge drum, 
Is heard in thickets sheltering fanes. 

On grass I lie, 

O'er head the sky: 
The withered leaf but scarcely stirs, 

But autumn's breeze 

From hickory trees 
Scatters far wide the bursting burrs. 

So calm and still, 

On wood and hill, 
The morning's glittering sunbeams play ; 

In gorgeous fold 

Of green and gold, 
Are glories of an autumn day. 

In solitudes. 

The partridge broods. 
Are sheltered near some safe retreat. 

Where scented grass 

And sassafras, 
Their fragrant odors blend and meet. 
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From spicy trees 

Comes wandering breeze, 
Where flowers in tropic beauty wave ; 

Sweeter than wines, 

Of Xerces vines 
Which only feed a race of slaves. 

Where dryads dwell, 

The pimpernel], 
In ail its gaudy colors glow; 

O'er mountain stream. 

The maple's gleam, 
Where sumac's burning bushes grow. 

Sun-shine grows brief, 

And crimson leaf 
Is tinting wood and field and sky; 

On gauzy wing 

Where cat-tails swing, 
Green devils-darning needles fly. 

Where bloom and green, 

But late were seen 
Like orient gems on dusky breast 

Now every glade — 

Scarlet arrayed. 
Where autumn's chilling hand is pressed. 

The ground is sere, 

The sky is drear. 
And autumn winds are fierce and loud ; 

And winter's breath 

Has kissed the earth 
And wrapped it in a frosty shroud. 
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SONG. — TRUE LOVE. 



A maiden sat beside a stream, 

And watched the currents come and go, 
Like idle fancies of a dream, 

That through the sleeping senses flow. 

And as she watched the current glide, 
To join the deep and flowing river, 

She asked, will love for aye abide 
When youth is lost and gone forever? 

She watched the sunny ripples play, 
Like sun and shade amid the leaves, — 

The water sang and passed away. 
As friendship flatters and deceives. 

The west wind blew, — the maiden asked 
As it ran rippling o'er the river. 

When beauty's gone and youth is passed. 
Will love as true remain forever? 
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The twilight's gleam and Luna's beam 
Shone silvery on the brow of night ; 

And half awake and half in dream, 
She heard the spirits of the night, 

Asking the zephyrs passing by 
Along with brook to join the river ; 

When beauty fades and youth's decayed 
Will lovers still be true as ever? 

The birds and brooks and buzznig bees, 
All to the maiden made reply, — 

Even the gentle evening breeze 
Whispered, " true love will never die, " 

'Tis deeper than the ocean's tide, 
And boundless as the starry clime, 

'T was won with earth's first beauteous bride, 
T will last until the end of time ! 
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THE SOUNDS OF NATURE. 



There's wordless music everywhere, 

In earth and sea and sky ; 
In winter's gloom and summer's glare, — 

In Borean blast and zephyr's sigh. 

On nature's palette fair we greet, 
Pictures that painters never limned ; 

Where sky and mountain blending meet, — 
Only by purple hazes dimned. 

Old ocean, fathomless and grand, 

When lightening gleams across it flash. 

And wind and waves their power command, 
And iron-bound shores with fury lash. 

The sea-weed floating in the brine, 
Rises and falls with ocean's flow, 

In rythmic undulating rhyme 

When summer's breezes gently blow. 
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Both light and sound in earth and heaven, 
Delight the gazers wondering eye, 

When tempests furious blasts are driven, — 
Or summer breezes languid sigh. 

Leviathans sweeping through the deep, 
Rejoicing in the tempest's roar. 

When storms the harps of nature sweep — 
And anthems roll from shore to shore. 

Hark ! in the air, neath fleecy clouds, 
How sweet the lavrock's warbled lay ; 

Brave king of song, who long and loud, 
Welcomes both dawn and close of day. 

Melodious life thy matchless song 

Is poured as with a bounteous hand — 

A feast, — a banquet to the throng 
That reap and sow the fertile land. 

The very air with humming notes. 
By insects hymned on gauzy wing. 

That like an orient jewel floats 
On dusky cheek of orient queen. 
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IN THE WOODS. 



I watch the brook whose tortuous stream 
Winds in and out from mead and wood, 
And charms my spirit like a dream, — 

Enchantress of the solitude. 

The world with all its demon brood, 

Of riddles, sophistries and fraud, 
But breed in me a sceptic mood, — 

And all that's fair is void. 

Too much the mind with doubt is wrought ; 

Equivocations, no or yes ; 
Of things that hardly crave a thought, — 
The simpleton can guess. 

One hour with spirits of the glen, — 

One hour with nymphs in forest shade. 
Is worth a year with common men, — 

Or women worth a whole decade. 
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From now, back to my boyhood's birth, 

My soul seeks something that was lost, 
Some dear one of another earth. 

Died of untimely frost. 

They rest in nature's boundless realm 

Where infinite unmeasured lie ; 
Its vastness finite minds overwhelm, — 

We only see a world of sky. 

Man's arts are baffled every day 
With nature's secret mysteries ; 
The earth, the sky, the sunlight's ray — 

Wind, rain and heaving seas. 

Yet blissful they, who question not, 

Nor dare to mount the shming slopes ; 
While ignorance can never blot 

Man's struggling new-born hopes. 

Little I ask, but some fair isle, — 
Some elfin land in tropic seas, 
Where love and peace would ever smile, 
'Neath scented spicy breeze. 

Oh Jove, but give me tireless wings, 

That I might steam and wind outstrip, 
From every base and beastly thing, 

To live in nature's fellowship. 
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THE PAST AND PRESENT. 



The winter's day draws near its close, 

The low hung cloud its folds hangs down ; 

And deepening sheets of winter snow, 
In spotlessness hap field and town. 

This weird and witching twilight hour. 

When night and day in silence blend ; 
A spirit's spell with magic power, 

Its strange phantasmagories lend. 

Winter I love ! when snug and warm, 

I by the ingle toast my toes, 
And watch without the gathering storm, 

While bright the ruddy hearthstone glows. 

Thus in my dreams, I wander back, 

Full half a century long ago ; 
With silent hand the door unlock, 

And long departed customs show. 
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Far in a clackan of the north, 

Where mists and moors and mystery dwell; 
Where superstition had its birth, 

And round me wove poetic spell. 

Grandames tradition's stores unrolled 
With all the wealth of fairy-land, — 

Of goblins, ghosts and warlocks old, 
Conjured as if from elfin-land. 

The mad waves dash upon the shore, — 
The white earth's clad in winter dream — 

The wild winds wail at sash and door — 
All these add witchery to the scene. 

Once on a time ! ships sailed away 
To where perpetual summers burn ; 

And true hearts waited many a day, 
For those that never did return. 

O ocean ! mighty mystery vast, 
Where curious coral caves conceal 

Uncounted wealth of ages past, 
Which man's unable to reveal. 

Once on a time ! the stories ran, 

Through all the realms of human ken ; 

Of waterkelpies weird and wan, 
And fairies peopling every glen. 
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Once on a time 1 did poets tell, 
Of Blue Beard, and of Giant Jack : 

Of charming little Cinderell, 

And beans of cunning little Jack. 

Once on a time 1 sailor Sinbad, 
Sailed off to that mysterious land 

Where dwelt the Caliph of Bagdad, — 
Arabia's story telling band, 

Once on a timel a noble prince. 
He loved a maid of low degree, 

And wooed and wed her, ever since 
They happy lived beyond the sea, 

Alladdin's palace filled my dreams ; 

Sometimes I dreamt of robber's cave ; 
The fair Queen Mab with pigmy team. 

Mixed in confusion gay and grave. 

Once on a time ! the stories state, 
There lived a giant fierce and wild, 

Who for his supper children eat. 
Till conquered by a little child. 

Night after night, were stories told. 
In quaint old rhyme, to spindles hum ; 

Like lengthening yarn would tales unfold, 
While I with wonderous awe was dumb. 

1 08 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

My grandsire told of bloody wars, 
On distant fields and raging mains ; 

Showed us his many wounds and scars, 
In Moore's and Wellington's campaigns. 

Thus the long winter evenings sped 
With stories old but ever new : 

From Sallidan, to Spanish Cid, — 
From Marathon, to Waterloo. 

Draw down the curtain on the scene. 
On fifty years Time's set his stamp : 

More marvellous wonders now are seen, 
Than shown by famed Alladdin's lamp. 

Smoking my pipe, I sit and dream, 
How fast the rolling seasons fly, 

From winter's frost, to summer's green, 
From April's showers, to autumn's dye. 

And in a contemplative mood, 
I often backward cast my gaze, 

To times, by old folks understood. 
The fabled '*good old fashioned days. " 

I'm no iconoclast in deeds, 
I do not worship dead decay ; 

Reason and science onward leads 
To longed-for, wished Millenium day. 
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The powers of mind dead matter ft el, 
Earth's inert mass with power is rife ; 

And ribs of iron, and hulls of steel. 
Throb warm, as with the pulse of life. 

Steam harnesses her iron horse, 

Which, snorting, rushes o'er the land, 

O'er hills and rivers holds its course, 
Obedient to its masters hand. 

Its fiery nostreil belches forth 

The fury of its fierce desire ; 
Jack's seven-leagued boots are little worth. 

When match'd in race with steam and fire. 

It whistles down the Borean blast ! 

Its eye can pierce Plutonion night ; 
And now, Beauchapelous at last, 

Can fold his wings and stay his flight. 

Ulysses fabled argossies 

Are dwarfed to pigmies of the oar ; 
Ours are the Titans of the deep, 

His but the minnows of the shore. 

Our huge Leviathians never heed 

The storms of wind, or calm of seas : 

Archemedian screws propel their speed, 
Where commerce hangs her golden fleece. 
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The Printing Press, fair freedom's friend, 
That feeds the brain and stirs the mind, 

Does each progressing cause defend, 
And help to elevate our kind. 

The rolling sheet like lightening speeds. 
When every mingling pinion whirls : 

By Cadmean gifts of art it feeds 
Philosophers and Packer girls. 

Science has seized the attinic rays 
That sparkle in the glorious sun, 

Painting the image while we gaze, 
That we delight to look upon. 

Science has soothed the bed of pain — 
Wrapped suffering in balmy sleep, 

And quelled the raging of the main. 
And saved the sailor on the deep 

Early astronomers began 

To watch the brilliant evening star 
Nor knew they aught of Saturn's suns. 

Or belted Jupiter afar. 

Now we can scan the starry dome, 
And suns and moons and planets trace, 

And where mysterious comets roam, 
In the vast boundlessness of space. 
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Puck and fair Oberon are fled — 
Our messages on noisless wings 

Are speeding on the wires o'er head, 
With music af iColian strings. 

Feet winged Mercury no more 
Can match our modern messengers ; 

Our wishes flash from shore to shore, 
On unseen wings that never tire. 

Geology the riddle reads, 

That famed Alladdin's cave concealed 
Industry persevering leads, 

Where Chemistry has wealth revealed. 

The Alchemist has quenched his torch — 
His hearth and crucible are cold — 

Industry rivals Midas touch, 
Transmuting everything to gold. 

The sage magician of the past 
Now finds his occupation gone ; 

When sparks electric fly so fast 
On trembling wire of Telephone, 

Then ring ye happy bells I ring out 
All censorship of every kind ; 

Let honest thinkers freely doubt, 
Till truth's eternal gems they find. 
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Titainia, Oberon and Puck, 

Have vanished with their kin and kith ; 
We trust no more to chance or luck, — 
The fairy godmother 's a myth. 

Life's stern realities are real ; 

With science, art and power combined, 
The great unknowable will reveal. 

And natures hidden mysteries find. 

Earth's worthies, who with tongue and pen 
Have left us gifts of thought and song ; 

To all those brilliant sons of men. 
To us, their heritage belong. 

Compare the present with the past ! 

Say, do you wish the good old days 
O'er which dark superstition cast 

The mildew of her blighting sway ? 

The Baron's hall with rushes strewn, 
Or Wilton*ssoft and downy tread ? 

Bare walls and rafters roughly hewn. 
Or tinted frescoes overhead ? 

The pine torch, or the electric light? 

The bed of straw, or couch of down? 
The dreariness of winter's night. 

Or warmed house, and lighted town ? 
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The haughty lordling s feudal power, 

Or freedom of republic's rule? 
The beck of kings, when men did cower, — 

Dull ignorance, or common schools ? 

The tortures of the crafty priest, — 
Or loveing kindness of mankind ? 

A lingering famine, or a feast ? 
Crushed manhood, or enlightened mind? 

The aspiring soul, or fetich fear ? 

The happy home, or blasted hearth ? 
Industry's tools for sword and spear, 

A blood stained land, or fertile earth ? 

Or will you change the palace car. 
Whene'er you journey to the **Hub,*' 

To rumbling stage coach jolt and jar, 
Like old Diogen's tumbling tub ? 

Or "Mayflowers" cabin wet and dark? 

Or swift '*Etruria's" grand saloon. 
Lit as with Promethian spark, 

And scudding thro' the gathering gloom? 

Say, who would change the present age, 
For glamours of the good old time? 

Then one could hardly read a page, 
Now learnings lustrous heralds shine ! 
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Wise Plato's fabled land of love — 
And Moore's Utopian realm of bliss, 

But false delusions only prove, — 
No bye- gone age can equal this. 

And may the twentieth century bring 

Fruition to the hopes of men. 
On evolutions peaceful wing 

By aid of potent tongue and pen. 

I've shown two pictures: — take your choice ; 

Hark I don't you hear the new-year's chime 
Ringing a glad new-year. Rejoice ! 

Let's welcome eighteen eighty-nine ! 



>&^>&@@ 



i^^^i^h^^ 



i^NSih^^^^ 



"5 



RANDOM RHYMES 



BY THE SEASIDE. 



A full spring tide — a cloudless sky, — 
A white sail on the horizon's brim, 

And winds that whisper passing by. 
Thro' towering pine trees dark and grim ; 

I rest and dream with pipe and book, 

I work and play with gun and hook, 

A hazy blue on eastern hills — 

A freshning breeze from out the west, 

That slowly fills and bellowing swells 
The white wings of the yachts at rest ; 

And merry rower's laughter rings. 

When unskilled oars the salt spray flings. 

A rolling plain, that stretching meets 
The far off southern purple hills ; 

A clustering village at its feet — 

A stream that drives the dusty mill ; 
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A tradeless harbour and a wharf, 
O'er which floats no commercial scarf. 

Before me lies a stretch of beach 
That gently laps the shingly shore, 

And coaxingly the waves beseech 
With all their diatonic roar, 

To quit their bed of foam and wave, 

And rest in some fair mermaid's cave. 

The sun sets in a bed of gold, 
And far upon the horizon's brim 

The moon her burnished disk unfolds, 
And with new hues the cloudlets limn ; 

Her web thro' woods the moonbeam weaves, 

While I regale on lotus leaves. 
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THE POET. 



Where'er the poets steps may stray, 
All flowers of fairest beauty spring ; 

He hears the harp of nature play, 
Through all her trembling strings. 

From flowery meads and daised dell, 
The wildbird's song salutes his ear ; 

And from the woods where fairies dwell, 
The thrushes silvery notes rings clear. 

He makes each grove Hesperides, 
With fragrant bloom and fruits of gold, 

Where hum the brown Hymettian bees 
'Mid flowers which Attic honey holds. 

His gentle pencil touch can trace 
The blended hues of night and morn ; 

His artist pen gives added grace. 
To cloud and sunshine and to storm. 
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He sees autumn s beauty rare 
Upon the glowing landscape shine ; 

Where Pan, wiih thyrsus here and there, 
In crimson splashes trees and vine. 

And he can roam creation round, 
On Fancy's never weary wing ; 

And hear the grand harmonious sound, 
That distant suns and planets sing, 

The poet's eye all beauties catch. 
On earth and sky and rocky shore ; 

Here musing, he can lie and watch 
The pearl-rimmed breakers roar. 

And e'en the storm winds, when they blow 

In fury over land and sea ; 
Sounds every key from high to low, 

In weird and charmed monotonies. 

O'er peebly bed, the rippling stream. 
Croons a low song that's all its own ; 

Which to the listeners ear but seems. 
The echoes of a world unknown. 

The flush of sky — the waves of light, 
Wafted thro' quivering boughs of green. 

Dazzle with primal hues more bright, 
Than peacock's tail of emerald sheen. 
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The whimpling brook that wends its way, 
O'er hidden rocks, or pebbly bed ; 

Hums its melifluous roundelay, 
As if by ceaseless spondees fed. 

The strophy of the linnet's note, 
A jewelled and amphibraic song ; 

O'er blooming braes its echoes float. 
In rippling wavelets sweet and long. 

So nature with a liberal hand 
Unbares her bosom to his gaze ; 

Tells secrets he can understand, 
To him who loves her every phase 

No painter of the earth can limn 

The hues that paint the dawning day ; 

Just when the waning stars grow dimn, 
And twilight vanishes away. 

Nature's cathedral service then, 

In one grand myriad voice proclaim*?, 

In worship never made by men. 
Or heard in superstition's fane. 

He never worships mitered head. 
Nor logies of a surpiiced breast ; 

But in the fields where clover's spread 
He bows to every crimson crest. 
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The landscape to his eye displays, 

A jewelled canto richly spun ; 
To this he bows with raptured gaze, 

Neath skies of blue, and light of sun. 

'T is nature's true pierian well 

Whence springs delight of healthy brain ; 
Each lyric note its beauties tell. 

With rapturous joy in every strain. 

He worships nature's bounteous feast, 
And owns the service is divine : 

He tears the mask from canting priests, 
Who kneel at superstition's shrine. 

More eloquent than priest or pope. 

Heaven's untranslated gospels glow ; 
When night her unseen anchor drops, 

Upon the sleeping world below. 

Night's fathomless stupendous arch. 
Where constellations sink and rise. 

In stately and perpetual march. 
And sunlight splendor never dies. 

When lightening rends the blackened cloud, 
And thunder with its wild uproar, 

Drowns with its diaphonics loud, 
Ocean's eternal tempest roar ; 
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The poet views the scene sublime, 
Hears nature's diapasons ring 

And weaves it in his deathless rhyme, 
That future creedless tribes may sing. 

Love first inspired the poet's lyre, 
Back in the ages dark and dim ; 

And still the themes new songs inspire, 
To grander, loftier, nobler, hymn. 

Then, let us welcome every song, 
Love blazoned upon every line ; 

To every heart its joys belong. 
And fills it with its choric chime. 

Till in the future's uncut book, 

All hearts the mystic psalm will sing ; 

When through it other eyes will look, 
And from each page new beauties bring. 
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A DAY IN JUNE, 



When the east all aglow with its blu8he5?» 
And the sun kisses tree tops and hills. 

Then the song of the robins and thrushes 
The air with their melody fills. 

By the river, mid willows and sedges, 
The bull-frogs are piping their horn ; 

While hid in the green leafy hedges, 
The sparrows are greeting the morn. 

And down in the deep grassy meadows, 
I hear the gay bobolinks note, 

While out from the tangled wood shadows, 
The chattering of blue-jays will float. 

By roadside, the wild rose and bramble, 
Are opening their buds to the sun ; 

While I in my morning-tide rambles, 
See a June day's perfection begun. 
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The flowers in my garden are waking, 
And washing their faces in dew ; 

And the bees their rich treasures are taking, 
From bl'>ssoms of every hue. 

The daisies remind me of childhood, 
When crimson lipped gbwans I pu'd 

In meadow, or roadside, or wildwood. 
Where my footsteps by fancy were w^ooed. 

The pink, and the crocus, and pansy, 

Are all a delight to my eye. 
As well as the mint and the tansy, 

Where odors of pungency lie. 

Bright faced dandelions, brave fellows. 
Though scorned by the rich and the gay ; 

I love their fair faces of yellow, 
Which come as the heralds of May. 

Sweet-william, and monkswood, and aster, 
And old fashioned dear marigold ; 

Through all your neglect and disaster, 
You're dear to my heart as of old. 
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SONG:— THE SAILOR, 



My sweetheart dear good bye — 

My ship unfurls her sails, 
To other lands I hie, 

And brave the angry gales ; 
But while I walk the deck. 

Above the heaving tide, 
Nor winds nor waves I reck — 

Thy spirit's by my side. 

Chorus : — Then blow ye tempests blow, 
And roll ye angry tide, 
No dangers do I know — 
Her spirit's by my side. 

Each day my good ship's keel, 

Ploughs through the dark green wave ; 
As through the foam we reel. 

While winds and waters rave. 
Now let the tempests blow, 

O'er land and ocean wide, 
'T is joy to me to know, 

My Mary's by my side. 
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The fresh winds fill my sails, 

And like a harp, the shrouds, 
Sing to the driving gale 

And to the hurrying clouds ; 
And now my good ship's prow 

Cleaves through the angry main, 
And drags at each remove, 

An ever lengthening chain. 



For home my spirit yearns. 

With ever burning zeal, 
Till back my ship returns 

With eager rushing keel ; 
Let tempests roar and rave, 

And rouse the angry tide, 
Their fury all I'll brave, 

Her spirit's by my side. 



My vessel steers for home. 

Her prow the waters cleave. 
And in her wake the foam. 

And wild sea birds we leave ; 
Then, let the sea birds scream, 

And wind and wave and tide, 
While I in fancy dream — 

My sweetheart's by my side. 

126 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

As day by day our prow 

Shortens each watery mile, 
I brook the long delay 

For Mary's welcome smile ; 
The land at last I view, 

And home with all its charms ; 
My sweetheart kind and true, 

I hold within my arms. 

Chorus : — Then blow ye tempests blow 
And roll thou angry tide ; 
T is joy to me to know 
My Mary's by my side. 
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JUNE. —MY NATAL MONTH. 



June's summer face, with matchless grace, 
Smiles neath the blue arch of the sky ; 

And nature's cup, with life filled up, 
O'erflows with happy ecstasy. 

O'er meadows deep, the soft winds creep, 
Where honey fragrant clover grows, 

Yet hardly stirs the the darksome firs, 
Or robin's nest amid the boughs. 

On tremulous crest, the oriole's nest. 

Hangs far aloft in giddy air ; 
And tender leaves, a curtain weaves, 

To hide and hold the happy pair. 

With bud and bloom, the rose of June, 
My garden and my porch adorns ; 

Yet neath its screen of leafy green. 
It hides its arsenal of thorns. 
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And through the trees, the summer breeze, 
Sets leaves adancing all day long ; 

While tune of birds, without the words, 
Supply an orchestra of song. 

O'er crimson lee, the honey-bee, 

A free and happy rover flies ; 
Explores each flower, for golden store. 

To dress with yellow wax his thighs. 

And like a dream, the mountain stream. 
Croons thro' the long warm summer day ; 

While round its brim, the swallows skim, 
On tireless wings of sportive play. 

The creeping vine, round oak trees twine 

And with its graceful draperies dress 
Its rugged rind, and gently bind 
Its gnarled form in loveliness. 

In emerald sheen of living green. 
The earth m graceful robe is clad ; 

Grass, trees and flowers, on hill and bowers, 
Makes all the weary world look glad. 

The insect's hum — the partridge drum, 
Alone breaks stillness of the wood ; 

Save now and then, deep in the glen. 
The ring-dove wakes the solitude. 
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The day breaks calm, and breath of balm, 
Is wafted on the breeze of morn ; 

And at the dawn, soft zephyrs fan, 
My face with breaths of fragrant thorn. 

In forest aisles, the summer smiles, 
In luminous maze of green and gold ; 

Neath spreading beech, with voiceless speech 
The curling fronds of ferns unfold. 

June's winds are light as fancy's flight. 
And scarcely bend the harebell down ; 

And here and there, on ambient air, 
Floats noiseless past the thisiledown. 

And Fancy leads, to gowaned meads, 
When youth was in its happy prime ; 

When girls and boys, felt purer joys, 

Than they have done since auld lang syne. 

With frenzied bliss, the morning kiss, 
Makes eastern skies with crimson blush; 

The sun's warm rays, with fervent gaze. 
Makes ruddier grow the evening's hush. 
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SONG. —WHERE THE FAIRIES DWELL? 



Merry maiden, will you tell, 
Where the nymphs and fairies dwell? 
Is it on the mountain side, 
Or in ferny dells they hide ? 

Where the rainbow colors shine. 
You will find a golden mine ; 
And in every grote and cell 
There the witching fairies dwell. 

Do they hide in oaken trees, 
Where the free winds symphonies 
Sing around their narrow cell ? 
Maybe there the fairies dwell. 

Tell me where the fairies dwell ? 
Dance they 'neath the heather-bell, 
Where the summer's beauty shines — 
Hide they in the tangled vines ? 
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I have seen the little elves, 
In the noon day by themselves, 
Dancing when the sun and showers, 
Fell alike on mead and bowers. 

When the curtains of the west. 
Are in gold and purple drest — 
Glow as with a magic spell 
There you'll find the fairies dwell. 

In the sparkle of your eyes, 
Like the blue of summer skies ; 
By their mystic magic spell, 
There I know the fairies dwell ! 

Do you ask me more to tell. 
Where I found my little Nell ? 
The dearest fairy ever seen. 
She is now my fairy Queen. 
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M'LISS. 



M'liss, a madcap mountain maid, 
Pure as the dew upon its crest ; 

Free as the wind that round her played, 
Thro' uncombed locks and guileless breast 

What though her rude suroundings blent, 
With wildest scenes of human life ; 

When mountain stillness oft was rent, 
With broil and bloody brutal strife. 

Nor knew she aught of courtly laws. 
Or fashion's freaks of foolishness ; 

Her homely dress though full of flaws, 
Covered a form of matchlessness. 

The rose, its peerless perfume sends. 
From out its thorns and rougher part ; 

So her rough, rude exterior lends 
But covering to a noble heart. 
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The wild-flower on the mountain side, 

Fair in its barren loneliness, 
Is like to thee, as free from pride 

In ragged gown, or costly dress. 

As the true gold is oft alhed 

With rocks, and base and worthless dross; 
So, tattered garments only hide. 

True woman heart of mountain M'liss 

The fair Astarte's deep blue eyes, 

Were not more blue than hers. 
Whose noble nature strove to rise, 

By what her better spirit stirs. 

The wind upon the mountain pink, 

In all its barren lonelmess, 
Kisses no fairer form I think 

Than M* liss in ragged loveliness. 
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THE RIVER. 



The blue mists dim, the mountain brim, 
Where forms fantastic wax and wane ; 

Here streams are born, which rivers form, 
From cloudy mists and dew and rain. 

The murky cloud — the mossy sod. 
The daisy's cnp the dew-drops fill, 

Till torrent force, like nature's pulse 

Throbs through the heart of ancient hills. 

In shady nook the babbling brook, 
Murmurs a runic summer lay ; 

While in and out, the speckled trout. 
In sun and shade alternate play. 

Bright on the stream, sparkle and gleam. 
The ripple of the summer's breeze ; 

While children's feet, the wavelets greet, 
Neath hazel bush and alder trees. 
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Now wandering slow, where willows grow 
And form an arch above the tide; 

Then creeping seen, 'tween fields of green, 
Its peaceful water's slowly glide. 

Its current spreads o'er pebbly beds, 
Where minnows in the sunlight shine, 

Yet often hide their silvery side, 

'Mid tangled roots of brier and vine. 

The ancient mill, beneath the hill, 
Hums all day long till dewy eves 

And swallows fly in summer's sky. 
And nest among its mossy eaves. 

Down through the glen the roaring linn, 
Comes rushing like a furious steed ; 

And o'er the rocks, with deafening shocks. 
Goes bounding with impetuous speed. 

Then through the glade, the wild cascade, 
Sweeps all obstructions from its path ; 

Through the deep gorge, the waters surge. 
Like a lost demon in his wrath. 

Now currents pour with deafening roar, 
Adown the cataracts dark and dim; 

And spray and mist by sunbeams kisst, 
Are floating o'er the rocky rim. 
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Then from the gloom, of darksome flume, 

The angry waters furious roll. 
Like one oppressed, from want of rest, 

And tortured by a troubled soul. 

Then scheming man, with selfish plan. 
Its latent power with harness binds, 

To drive their wheels, and spin their reels. 
In warps and woofs of marvellous kinds. 

Sweeping a bank, where weeds grow rank, 
Nor dallying in its onward course ; 

Through widening shores its Current pours, 
With uncontrolled potential force. 

Now on its breast the navies rest. 
Of commerce's modern argossies ; 

Whose keel explores the distant shores. 
Where nation's hang their golden fleece. 

At city's feet, the white- winged fleet, — 
The busy birds of trade are moored ; 

When Boreas sings, they spread their wings, 
To distant lands to be explored. 
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THE WINTER IS GONE. 



A breath of Spring is in the air, 

But yet, it moves with feeble winj^s, 

'Mid trees and bushes brown and bare. 
Where only blue-birds timid sing. 

Pale fleecy clouds float idly by, 
And melt away e'en as my dreams ; 

While from the blue arch of the sky 
The sun pours out his genial beams. 

The bee is coaxed from out his cell, 
At the first glance of sunny days ; 

And chestnut buds begin to swell, — 
And dandylion's spread their rays. 

The mountain streams now downward rush. 
O'er mossy banks and pebbly bed ; 

With their alternate noise and hush, 
Proclaim the winter's days have fled. 
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Old Ocean wears a smiling face, — 
The angfry waves are hushed to sleep ; 

And safe within her vast embrace. 
She all her stores and treasures keep 

In perfect peace, the day is o*er 

On sea and shore and hill and grove, 

Save, where the sky-lark s vespers pour 
A stream melodious from above. 

The wavelets kiss the rocky beach, — 
The muffled croon of mountain stream, 

Is poetry without the speech 

And lulls the soul to blissful dreams. 
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FOR A WOODEN WEDDING. 



Five 5'ear8 of joy, five years of bliss ! 

How fast they came, how swift they fled, 
Since first youth's bold impassioned kiss 

Blushed on her maiden cheeks, more red. 

How throbbed his heart beneath the thrill 
Of maiden arms around him thrown ; 

That clasp which once each bosom fills, 
When pure love's first delights are known. 

Five times has winter's frost and snow. 
Melting, brought back the sun and flowers. 

Since your two lives began to flow 
In Eden new connubial bowers. 

Crushed is the serpent's head of fear, 

Inoctious now his fiery sting ; 
Knowledge makes man and woman peer, 

And crown'd with love, as king and Queen. 
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The primal curse has lost its powers 
Since Mother Eve and Adam's fall ; 

O'er all our land are true love's bowers, 
In lowly cot and stately hall 

We come to you with bursts of song — 
We come to you with breath of flowers ; 

Wood choristers. — a merry throng, 
Are warbling in the leafy bowers. 

Oh joyous birds I repeat the strain, 
Reveal the thronging hopes that lie 

On hill, and wood, and blooming plain, 
Like load stars in a summer's sky. 

Come all ye gentle fairy tribe, 

Wood-nymph, naiad, and happy fay, 

And weave good luck for groom and bride- 
'Tis 's Wooden Wedding Day. 

E'en with my feeble lamp of hope. 

Through warp and woof I see thy fate. 

And read the brightening horoscope 
Beyond the now closed darkened gate. 

Before your path lies happy days — 

Prosperity's fair sun is bright, 
And chasing with his dazzling rays 

The clouds of doubt that dim thy sight. 
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In wifehood's deur maternal ties 

Her life's most precious threads are wove, 
And all that's dearest — tenderest — lies 

Wrought with the rich embroidery of love. 

Now gently ope to them the door, 
Whose feet upon the threshold stand, 

Who soon life's mysteries will explore 
With eager eyes and busy hand. 

The prattle of their infant tongues 
Is sweet as any that is heard — 

The melodies of Mother Goose, 
Is dear as song of singing bird. 

Let babes and birds and brooklets sing, — 
Youth, manhood, even hoary age ; 

And let the heaven's high welkin ring 
With songs of joy, and not of rage. 

Look I while I litt the veil aside 
O'er twenty springs and winters drear, — 

See hale and hearty side by side, 
The self-same happy twain appear. 

But not alone 1 but two times two — 
Fair youth and infancy we see ; 

Grandsire and Grandame now we view — 
Dance little children on their knee. 
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We drop the curtain on the scene — 
Years, five and twenty roll away, 

Then newer faces will be seen 
Upon their golden wedding day. 

Old Time you thief ! you know you lie, 
You still keep saying, love grows old, 

And at the ebb of life's long tide 

His flaming torch is quenched and cold. 

I know you're wrong, for I can prove 

A falsehood upon every page : 
True hearts beat with undying love 

Beneath the frost and snow of age. 

When silvery snow flakes crown your heads, 
And down life's hill the pathway lies ; 

Still Hope will point the path that leads 
Beyond the walls of Paradise. 

But I've been wandering far away, 
And building castles in the air ; 

On *s Wooden Wedding Day, 

As we are here to greet the pair. 

Assembled friends, join with your bard. 
And henceforth, with me, wish and pray — 

Health, happiness, be their reward. 
From this glad Wooden Wedding Day. 
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A truce to all my silly rhymes, — 
My idle fancy and romance ; 

When merry feet to tinkling: chimes, 
Are waiting for the coming dance. 
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APOSTROPHY TO SLEEP. 



Come gentle Sleep 1 and let me lie 
In safety in thy peaceful arms ; 

Forget the troubling cares that fly 
In waking hours, 'mid life's alarms. 

When drowsy night with peaceful calm, 
Slow settles down on hill and plain ; 

Sweet sleep, creation's blessed balm. 

Helps, heals, and soothes away our pain. 

When evening's darkening shadows fall, 
And hushed is labor's jarring noise; 

Then slumber all her children calls 

To drown earth's cares in dreamland's joys. 

Weary each night I come to thee. 
Toil-worn with work and care oppressed ; 

And then your hand caressingly. 
Leads tenderly to realms of rest 
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Kind nurse ! who heals hope's broken toys, 
Which daily vanish from my sight ; 

Make me in dreamland taste the joys 
Of sights and sounds that yield delight. 

I love to nestle on thy breast, — 

The dreamy grove where poppies bloom; 
And in a sweet oblivion rest, 

'Mid peaceful bowers of rare perfume. 

What lovely castles in the air, 
I build when in the land of Nod I 

What gems are mine, what dainty fare ! 
What knowledge equal to a god I 

My head is pillowed on thy breast, 
Like weary child when tired of play ; 

Hushed in thy arms I quietly rest, 
Whether my head be gold or gray 

Thy lullaby with soothing croon 
Falls on my ear as gentle dew ; 

In blest forgetfulness I swoon, 
With fairy wonderland in view. 

Ye touch my brow, ye kii?s my eyes, 
And rock me in thy arms asleep ; 

And then, on dreamland clouds I rise 
Where peace eternal vigils keep. 

146 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

Dear elfin-land of quietest nooks, 
' Where strangest fancies lurk unseen ; 
And fairy woods, and fairy brooks, 
And vistas dim that lie between. 

Yes, rock me in thy loving arms, 

With drowsy drone of dreamland song ; 

And wave thy poppy's patent charms, 
Thro' winter nights when hours are long. 

Sleep comes alike to king and clown ; 

The one upon his bed of straw. 
The other on his couch of down, 

No softer, sweeter, slumbers draw. 

Nor Cresus wealth, nor Midas gold, 
A sweeter sleep can bribe or buy 

Than when thy tender arms enfold 
And close the weary workers eye. 

Thou art the monarch unto whom 
All nature nightly homage pays; 

When daylight deepens into gloom. 

And drowsy night her influence sways. 

In thy republic all are free, — 

Equality without a flaw : 
No purchase, favor, fear, or fee. 

Can change thy just unerring laws. 
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Yea, all creation yields to thee, — 

The beasts that roam, the birds that sing. 

The mighty monsters of the sea, — 
The albatros on boyant wing. 

Thou art the never failing friend 
The gods vouchsafed for man's despair ; 

A kind forgetfulness ye send, — 
A blest nepenthe for his care. 

Thou art the angel whose wide wings 
Encompass half the sleeping world ; 

Round beggars cot, or couch of kings. 
Thy slumbrous pinions are unfurled. 

Half brother of the dreaded king ! 

All worship willing at thy shrine ; 
Both rich and poor thy praises sing ; 

If aught is holy, thou'rt devine I 

The shadows fall, the sun has set. 
My weary eyelids seek repose ; 

In deep oblivion I forget 
The world and all its weary woes. 

The night-owl hoots at Cynthia's beam, — 
The insects jar the midnight air, — 

The bull-frog by the reedy stream. 
Sends forth his sad discordant blare. 
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High exaltation now holds sway, 
My soul has burst her prison bars, 

And through the unfathomed milky way, 
I like an angel, tread on stars ! 

With Orion I run a race. 

And buck old fighting Capricorn ; 
I kiss the Virgin in the face, 

And twist fierce Taurus' crumpled horn. 

I'll sleep my sleep, and dream my dream, 
Thro' summer's heat and winter's blast. 

Until I lift death's darkened screen. 
And find the mystery solved at last. 

At last, sleeps dusky hand shall close 
My eyes on life's last sunset scene ; 

And o'er night's jewelled bridge disclose, 
A sunrise fairer, more serene. 




149 



RANDOM RHYMES. 



THE SEASONS COME AND GO. 



Again returning bud and bloom, 

Are hedges, woods and fields adorning; 

And feathered warblers are in tune, 
Saluting summer s rosy morning. 

Across the river's placid breast, 

Skim on swift wing thetwitt'ring swallow; 
And day dies grandly in the west, 

In blended hues of gold and yellow. 

The shadows slow drop silent down, 
Softly as infant's dream when sleeping 

And over woods and distant town, 
The solemn hush of eve is creeping. 

The songsters drowsy chirrup dies away 
When evening darkens out the gloaming ; 

And fire-flies glittering lamps display. 
The track of their erratic roaming. 
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Like kingly cloak, of purple and of gold, 
The western sky displays the sunset's glory: 

A jasper sea of cloudlets fold on fold. 

Kiss far off snow crown'd mountains hoary. 

Far down the chestnut shaded lanes, 
I hear the ruddy milk-maid singing. 

And see the rustic plowman check his rein, 
Listening to hope the strain is bringing. 

The glim'ring morning star is faint and dim, 
Before the monarch of the day advancing, 

Its pale reflection at the river's brim 
Trembles, while tree-tops all are dancing. 

The year is slowly dying like the day ; 

On harvest fields the sheaves are bending; 
The hectic flush of noon has died away. 

And mournful cricket tones are blending. 

Soon winter with her coverlet of snow, 
Thro' branches bleak will white be flying; 

While in the cold earth down below. 

The harbingers of spring are softly lying. 



151 



RANDOM RHYMES. 



SUMMER MORNING. 



Up in the blue arch of the sky, 
Unseen I hear the laverock sing ; 

While west winds whisper passing by, 
Hail ! leaf-crowned and bird singing June. 

Oh joy of birds and budding flowers, — 
Oh winds and grass and verdant leaves! 

Oh sunshine and faint rustling showers ! 
Come swell the farmers harvest sheaves. 

Old earth is thrilled through every vein. 
As erst when in her golden prime, 

She heard the throbbing of the main. 
Its ebb and flow of salty brine. 

And hid amid the glossy leaves. 
The fruit hangs like a polished jet, 

And there the busy spider weaves. 
His slender geometric net. 
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I HAVE BEEN TOLD I 



I have been told 

I'm growing old, 
And life is loosing half its charms, 

It may be so, 

But this I know, 
The future gives me no alarms. 

As man and boy, 

Tve had my joy, 
Through half a century's sun and snow ; 

Now come what may, 

ril hail the day; 
That calls me up or down below. 

Now what care I, 
How Fate may try, 
To work me weal, or work me woe : 
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IVe had my cheer — 
Tve shed my tear, 
And friends I'm ready now to go. 

We work and dream, 
And hke a stream 

Our days as currents pass away ; 
There's many a slip 
Tween cup and lip, 

That tempting pass us every day. 

Then let us sing, — 
Time's on the wing, 

And we must follow fast or slow ; 
What matter then, 
True hearted men. 

If we go up or down below ! 

There is a spot, 
I'm told is hot, 

Where earth's majority will go ; 
The other place, 
But half the race 

Predestined, all will surely go 

Our heaven and hell. 
Are myths they tell, 
To frighten children young and old 
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But you and I, 
Dont fear to die, 
For terror stories that they've told. 

ril take my chance, 
And sing and dance, 

And not to grim forebodings yeild 
I know when I, 
Shall say goodbye, 

ril reach some fair elysian field. 
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CLASS SONG. 



Comrads true and tender hearted, 

In our festal joy arrayed; 
E'er from here we have departed, — 

E'er the farewell word is said. 

'Neath our mentor's eye descerning, 
We have drank at wisdom's well, — 

From the limped font of learning, 
Which the clouds of doubt dispel. 

Summer skies are smiling o'er us, — 
Summer flowers are round our feet. 

And the future lies before us, 

With new tasks of life to meet. 

Pledge we each to one and other, 
'Neath our Alma Mater's eye 

That no selfishness shall smother 

Friendship's pure and priceless prize. 
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Like a happy band enchantad, 

Singing, wake old Packer's halls, 

When the ivy we have planted, 
By its dear protecting walls. 

We are done with rules and logic, — 
Problems which the youthful vex ; 

Newer volumes hold a project, — 
Unrevealed lies hid the text. 

All our lesson are completed, 

And the books are closed at last ; 

Rainbow hope above is seated, — 
Over all her pleasures cast. 

After years of toil and travel 
'Mid the city's noisy din, 

Memory's chain will oft unravel 
Packer's doors to let us in. 

Then, ah then I when we are olden — 
Hair is turning silvery gray. 

Mixing with the brown and golden. 
Since our Packer festal day. 

May revolving years still find us. 
Earnest, faithful, good and true : 

Ninty-one shall hold and bind us. 
One united happy crew. 
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SONG.— THE WINTER IS GONE 



The winter is gone, with its chills of 
December, 

Its wind and its wailings, its frost and its 
snow ; 

While I, like a miser, will watch the last 
ember, 

That burned on the hearth, with its flick- 
ering glow. 

And over its blackness, I'd ponder and 
linger, — 

And hang o'er the warmth that was fad- 
ing away, 

And tenderly toast, my age chilling 
fingers, 

And long for the blossom and sunshine 
of May. 
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The birds and the bees and the music of 

summer, 
Would fill me with pleasure of sound and 

of sight ; 
The ripple of ocean, the revulets murmur 
And mountains yet crowned in their 

mantle of white. 



The dark days are over, the white clouds 
are flying ; 

The wind and the waves now in peace- 
fulness rest ; 

And bright are the hues that the sunset 
is dying, 

As slowly he sinks in his couch in the 
west. 



Let me rest where the oak spreads his 

branches so hoary, 
And shelters the birds and the beetles 

and bees ; 
Watch nature repeating her ever new 

story, 
Of birds, flowers and fruit, on bushes 

and trees. 
When sweet scented hawthorne its petals 

are spreading, — 

159 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

And daisies droop down' to the suns 

fervid kiss, — 
And chestnuts and lilacs their perfumes 

are shedding, 
What censor has odor or beauty like this? 

Deep in the dark woods, birds mated are 

singing, — 
And sunshine through draperies of green 

are at play : 
The orioles their nest, safe and pendant 

are hanging. 
And piping chivalric their bold roundelay 
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LEAVING ARLINGTON. 



Farewell ! sounds sadly to the ear, 
Where'er the parting may take place : 

It grieves the heart of those held dear, — 
It casts a shade on every face. 

In all this working world of toil, — 
In all the years that come and go ; 

How dear are those whose faces smile. 
And with the beam of goodness glow. 

Each welcome face I greet to-night, — 
Each hand I clasp to say goodby : 

May future years yield new delight. 
And sunshine ever gild their sky. 

I'm loath to leave each pleasant scene, — 
The birds and brooks and budding flowers. 

The river with its banks of green, 

Where I have spent such happy hours. 
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I sigh to leave each genial friend, 
Whose friendship, did to me and mine 

So many hours of pleasure lend, 
That in our future lives will shine. 

Come stray with me, and mark each place, 

Saluting as we walk along : 
Or follow with me in my verse. 

Through all the mazes of my song. 

From youth, up to this very hour. 
All nature's scenes my feeling stirs, 

In calmest moods, or fiercest storms, 
I'm one among her worshippers. 

My altars made of trailing vines. 

That weave their draperies in the grass ; 
And round these consecrated shrines, 

The wild wood warblers chant my Mass. 

Each throb that nature's bosom stirrs. 

From granite hills, to wave-lashed beach — 

From tiniest flowers, to towering firs, 
A never ending lesson teach. 

When touched by master hands, the keys 
Answer to every changing mood ; 

Then, all her varying mysteries, 
Are by her voteries understood. 
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Beneath yon oak's protruding arms. 

Which o'er the road its branches throw ; 
Braving a century's sun and storms ; 

Oft neath its shade I've cooled my brow. 
• 
Historic stream ! whose verdant banks, 

With deeds of eloquence are stored ; 
W^here once our continental ranks, 

Opposed the hosts of England's lord. 

Amid thy banks enchanting shade, 
Nature holds many a shrine for me ; 

Where ling'ringly my feet have strayed, 
W^ith wood nymphs for my company. 

Mid yon dark pines whose shadows cast, 
A deepening darkness on the night ; 

The timid traveller hastens past, — 
And foolish fancies aid his flight. 

But not to me, who looks and lists 

To sights and sound on nature's loom : 

The katydid her theme insists ; 
And owls hoot to the rising moon. 

Each morn, yon purple hills afar, 
Sun-kissed my eyes delighted see : 

In evening, twilight's brightning star, 
Like beacon shines on crimson sea. 
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I watch the draperies of the night, 

In starry radience on the land, 
Fall from the vaulted arch of light, 

As if in benediction grand. 

The feathery warblers all day long, 
Who sing in every tree and bush, 

Shall wake the morning with their song, — 
With vespers close the evening's hush. 

Soon fields will dance with daisy stars, 
And shaded lanes will be in tune ; 

And o'er the meadows straggling bars 
Will come the breath of clover bloom. 

Fair spot, remembrance oft will rise, 
Whatever changes may combine, 

To call thee up to memory's eyes, 

With scenes and friends of auld lang syne. 

Farewell ye rocks and laughing rills, 
Ye winds among the sighing pines ; 

At nature's touch my being thrills, 
And Fancy weaves them into rhymes. 

Farewell I where distance greening looks, 
O'er which fair spring her mantle throws ; 

Farewell 1 ye music murmuring brooks, 
Whose runic rhyme forever flows. 
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Farewell 1 ye smiling vales and woods, 
Beneath the blue expanse of skies. 

Where summer holds her seat and broods, 
And Arlington in beauty lies. 

Impatient sits my youthful spouse. 

And frowns at my poetic lay; 
Because I'm tedious, I suppose. 

Or thinks I have too much to say. 

The song I sing of hymning praise. 
Is echo of the thoughts that swell 

My heart, in these departing days. 
When I must breath my last farewell. 

So, while I sing my last farewell 

To friends and flowers and sun and stars ; 

I go where bricks and mortar swell 
In towering flats, the moonlight bars. 

Good-night I good-night ! and then goodby : 
"Our pleasures brighten as they fade, " 

But deeds will in my memory lie. 

Of games I've won and lost and played. 

Then, when we leave for other scenes 
Still keep our names upon your list, 

That we may visit you in dreams. 
And play another game of Whist. 

165 



RANDOM RHYMES. 



THE NEW YEAR VERSES, 



FOR THE 



AMERICAN PRESS. 



Another year is drawing near, 

And Hope upon its wings is borne ; 

With many a plan by scheming man. 
As wheels of changing fortune turn. 

The moon has shone twelve times and gone, 
And faded on Time's shoreless sea ; 

Twixt light and dark, we scarcely mark, 
While moments pass unheedingly. 

The future's ours, with golden hours, — 
High Hope shines like a beacon star ; 

To those oppressed, by kings behest, 
And kept in chronic state of war. 

Our continent, and all that's in't, 
Of men and measures, laws and rules. 

Will safely sail while truths prevail, 

Thro* native sense and common schools. 
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Our fzlz c '• mzzr'. frozoL maia to n»*g" — 
From winter s scow, to tropic s sun : — 

From coast to coasv the patriot s boast. 
Has Freedom's reign now well begun. 

Mafne s piney lands, hold forth her hands« 
To grasp the cypress and the palm ; 

And east and west are none oppressed 
Where Freedom spreads her healing balm« 

Here each exile, from CTerv isle. 
Finds what his natire land denied ; 

Free scope to burst, the bonds accursed. 
That made him to a tyrant tied. 

Here worth shall rise and grasp the prize. 
That Fortune scatters o'er the land : 

The soul of worth, is not in birth. 
But in the gift of head and hands. 

On every breeze, our argossies. 
Sail forth to erery distant shore, — 

To boral isles, where summer smiles 
Or ice ribbed rocks of Labrador. 

On Hudson's breast, the navies rest, 
Of Commerce, — King of peaceful ends 

And mutual gain, cements the chain 
That binds the nations fast as friends. 
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Industry's hand throughout the land, 
Makes Eden of the prairies wild ; 

Where happy homes 'neath Freedom s dome. 
That serpent sin has not beguiled. 

O'er cot and hall, protecting all, 

The aegis of our law is spread ; 
Both rich and poor, all feel secure 

From priestly power, or tyrant dread. 

From State to State, our wealth is great. 
And nature's richest gifts are found ; 

From shore to shore do boundless store, 
Of corn and wine and oil abound. 

Our Daily Press, all thoughts express, — 
Philosophy of deepest thought ; 

And merchants bent on cent per cent. 
Can tell where stocks are cheapest bought. 

From week to week, its columns speak. 
To rich and poor, to young and old ; 

Both day and night we work and write, 
And yet, our story's never told. 

Of scenes of woe, men undergo. 

In storms of hurricane and wave ; — 

Ships tempest-tossed, then sunk and lost 
Beneath the angry surging wave. 
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A railroad smash — a steamboat crash. 
And cries of wounded nil the air ; 

A midnight nre — a funeral pyre. 
And wails of anguish and despair. 

The cyclone's swaiih — the b:izzard's breath. 

From Manatoba's frozen plain ; 
The earthquake's shock when houses rock. 

And old and young alike are slain. 

The burglar's plot — the assasin s shot, — 
The robber's earnest, bold command : 

Tne chronic tramp — a sculking scamp, 
A blight and mildew on the land. 

Of failing crops, of com and oats, — 

Of regions drench'd with chilling showers: 

Of cotton bugs, — potato slugs, 

Taat thrive against our subtle power. 

A bank cashier — men did revere, 
A hundred thousand dollars steals, 

Left Sunday School he used to rule. 
For paradise of Ne'er-do-wells. 

The rise and fall of Puts and Call, 

We chronicle upon our page ; 
When Bulls and Bears, in ill matched pairs, 

In daily games of blufif engage. 
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Of Kingfs and Queens — State bickerings ; 

Of selfish Emperor and Czar : 
Of plots that grow to overthrow 

Some nation with a bloody war. 

Of progress made by sciences* aid, — 

Of steam and electricity ; 
How lightning s spark dispells the dark, 

And bears our message o'er the sea. 

Of politics and all the tricks, 

That's practised by the ins and outs ; 

Of all the votes that's bought by notes 
Amid the lusty voters shouts. 

The local hits, of native wits, 

That right and left their arrows throw ; 
Of gray-beard's schemes, and lover's dreams. 

And ckest7iuts that perenial grow. 

See our report of games of sport. 

Of studs that race, of yachts that sail; 

Of Foot-ball, with its rush and fall, 
Between the Princeton and the Yale. 

Our nation's claim, the Base-ball game. 
With all its technique, home and run. 

And urchins shout when Kelly's out — 
The Giants have the pennant won ! 
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The Tennis court's but a resort, 

Where youth and maid the racket plies ; 

The game looks tame, but all the same, 
The court's but courtship in disguise. 

Though flood and tire and murder dire, 
Oft on our pages cast a gloom ; 

Of dams that break, and sweeping take, 
A peaceful villiage to its doom. 

But as you trace with brightening face. 
From scenes of woe, to scenes of mirth 

You'll find our claim is still the same, — 
The Press is King of all the earth ! 

The free-trade boom received its doom, 
Its dead remains no hope affords; 

For Yankee skill ne'er did, nor will, 
Accept the pay of Europe's hords. 

Old Europe's crew toil for a few. 

No prospects bright the future holds ; 

Starvation's grasp holds them to task, 
Till they in servitude grow old. 

Oh happiest land I man ever planned, 

Thy greatness thro' the wide world rings; 

Here men can speak and knowledge seek, 
Unawed by Priests, un feared by King?. 
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The year is done, his race is run, 
He crownless and defenceless lies ; 

New Year's begun, and winter's sun, 
Is smiling through the gloomy skies 

Our Starry Flag, of which we brag, 

The freeman loves, — the despot fears ; 

Of it we sing, — its praises ring, 

With joy through twenty million years I 
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THREE CHILDREN. 



Fair Spring called forth her children three, 
To wake again the vernal year, 

And set the frozen brooklets free. 
And break the winter's icy spear, — 

And warm the breast of mother earth. 
And swell the buds on bush and trees, 

And waken nature's annual birth 
With kisses of the southern breeze. 

First comes, the bold and boisterous boy, 
Called by his mother, blustering March, 

He whistles with uproarous joy 

In fields and lanes and woodland arch. 

Flowers hide whene'er he rushes past, 

His rudeness makes them dread his smiles; 

While birds sit shivering m the blast 
He howls adown the forest aisles. 
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Capricious coquette, April gay, — 
A lively child of changeful mood ; 

Spring cannot brook the long delay — 
Bring life to fields and lonely wood. 

The bee, the blossom and the brook. 
Grow weary waiting thy return ; 

Thy weeping, smiling, frowning, look, — 
Alternate gay and sad by turns 

Yes, often in thy madcap way 

You send the sunshine bright and warm, 
Frolic like youth on holliday. 

With witchery winning charms. 

Then, when you've wheedled birds and bees. 
And bud and bloom and flower 

You change, and with mischevious glee. 
Drench all with snowy showers. 

Impatient Spring at last brings forth, 

Her bright eyed May, — her loveliest girl, 

Drives back the cold wind of the north. 
And bids the west wind's flag- unfurl. 

Kissing to joy the dull cold earth, — 
Her radient face the violets greet; 

Each waving tassel feels her breath. 

And wild flowers spring around her feet. 
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The thrushes and the robins song 
Join with the music of the brook. 

That laugh and dance and skip along. 
Where anglers ply their cunning hook. 

Now, birds are mating in the bowers, — 
The bees are buzzing 'mid the bloom ; 

Welcome sweet May, we claim you ours, 
With all your sunshine and perfume. 
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MONODY 



ON THE LATE 



ROBERT P. YORKSON. 



Farewell, dear friend of boyhood's days I 
And friend of manhood's riper years ; 

If one deserves a wreath of praise, 
Tis you, a printer, 'mid his peers. 

And you we loved, now mourn, is gone. 
And helpless lie in death s embrace ; 

Each winning smile — each cheery tone. 
No more we'll see illume thy face. 

What, though my Celtic heart should melt, 
And tears of grief unbidden flow ; 

All do not feel as I have felt, 

When he we loved, in death's laid low. 

And all the links of love are. broke, 
That wove their tendrils round his heart. 

When love's endearing accents spoke. 
And of his daily life was part. 
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Whate'er his faults or follies were, 
That sleeps in silence in his grave ; 

Let charity with tenderest care, 

Hide 'neath oblivion's darksome wave. 

How can I think, oh I life-long friend, 
That thou art dumb and cannot speak 

Death brought too soon thy earthly end ; 
Now holds thee in a solemn sleep. 

Thy tongue so eloquent is dumb — 
Thy sparkling eyes no more can see. 

No more your sprightly steps will come, 
To join old friends, or family. 

Like flowers that perish in the fall. 
The frost of death hath laid you low ; 

No more we'll hear your cheerful call, 
Your glad salute — your blithe hello ! 

Yet, shrined in many a loving heart, 
Thy memory, like a radient star. 

Will shine upon our noble Art, 
O'er all our land — and climes afar. 

T' was you to touch each trembling key, 
Responsive to the Printer's Art ; 

To sound the gamut up to "C" — 
From ''devil,'' to the expert's part. 
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You knew each pin, and gear, and wheel, 
And all the functions they perform : 

From cylinder to tympan reel, — 
To fit and fix, to start a form. 

Who now will take the master's part, 
With alchemy of machinery's aid, 

To teach the toilers of our Art, 
Devices to improve our trade ? 

To you, the music of the Press, 
Was like a marvellous symphony ; 

Its cogs and gears and cams express. 
Harmonious sounding melody. 

To your great skill, a tribute rare, 

Whose work we know was nobly done; 

Your brother typo's should prepare, 
A fitting carved Imposing Stone, 

Your form is off, your work is done, — 
Dead matter now your body lies ; 

A new edition has begun. 

Which the Great Author will revise. 

Humanity was all to him. 

His helping hand, his kindly speech. 
More powerful was than psalm or hymn. 

Or sermons that the parsons preach. 
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His was the happy he^rt that beat, 
Responsive to the God-like plan ; 

Where human virtues all did meet, 
To help the brotherhood of man. 

His heart was full of noble deeds, — 
Whole-souled and generous and free — 

No narrow bonds of sect or creed, 
Did circumscribe his liberty. 

So few like him on life's rough road, 
So oft, did help their fellow-man, 

With word and purse, to lift the load, 
Where fate had set his dreadful ban. 

He had his failings, who has not ? 

As you have yours, and I have mine — 
Let them be buried and forgot — 

His virtues did them all outshine. 

His orphan daughters oft will miss, 
The indulgent father's love and care, 

His council, wise — his daily kiss 
T will be their lot no more to share. 

In widow's weeds his wife will wait, 
For him, who never will return , 

His going, or his coming late, 
No more will sooth the hearts that mourn. 
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His seal is vacant bv the hearth — 
The table holds his empty chair, 

And sorrow's sickening aftermath, 
Time only can the loss repair. 

I knew him in his youthful years, 
A hearty, healthy, happy, boy, 

With cheeks unstained by sorrow's tears, 
But wreathed in a perpetual joy. 

Both he and I on life's rough road, 

Have chased dame Fortune up and down; 

Her beams of triumph — or her prod, 
Like April skies of smile or frown. 

Oft in my waking hours I dream, 
What star may be your dwelling-place ; 

Where in its sparkling rays may gleam 
The radiance of your happy face. 

Old friend of mine, I say good-by. 

And leave you with the flowers of spring. 

And birds, and trees, and sunny skies 
Will morn and e'en thy praises sing. 
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STYLOGRAPHIC PES. 



In ancient Babylonian days, 

A simple reed was poet's pen. 
With which to write heroic lays. 
And deeds of mighty men. 

The sage, the prophet and the priest. 

With clumsy stylus told in brief 
The tales of famous wars and feasts, 
On sheets of papyrus lea£ 

Now science waves her magic wand, 
And stirs the busy thoughts of men ; 
And scatters knowledge o'er the land, 
By Stylograph ic pen. 

The lover, and the lawyer each, 

Are both most argumentative men ; 
Yet their best eloquence they preach, 
By Siylographic pen. 

i8i 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

Brokers and bankers, bulls and bears, 
Whose interests rise from two to ten, 
Enthusiastically declare, 

For Stylographic pen. 

The Daily Press, whose servants all, 

Know things beyond all mortal ken ; 
With all their vast experience, call 
For Stylographic pen. 

Both youth and maid, and girl and boy, ■ 

And saints and sages among men, 
Find writing now a perfect joy. 
With Stylographic pen. 

The daintiest hand of lady fair, — 

The heaviest hand of mighty men, 
Can write their calligraphy rare, 
With Stylographic pen. 

Art, Science, and the various trades. 
That stir the busy world of men, 
Are all protected and displayed. 
By Stylographic pen. 

The poet e'er he dares to woo, 

A matchless maid in hill or glen. 
Must write his inspirations through 
A Stylographic pen. 
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Then let this tribute of the muse. 

Re-echo over hill and glen. 
Till all the world shall hear and use 
The Stylographic pen. 

So, after all is said and done. 

In valley, or on lofty ben ; 

To write a sennon or a pun. 

Use Stylographic pen, 
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THE SLAVE. 



The aryan child of rosy hue, 

Clings to her ebon nurse, 
With fond affection ever true, 

Heedless of cast or curse. 

What though her dusky face is black 

By Afric's tropic sun ; 
Life's currents in their crimson track, 

With true afifection run, 

This trusted servitor of man. 

Maternal want supplies; 
Although her race is under ban, 

And law, her right denies. 

White baby fingers have carressed, 
The black face of the slave ; 

And bond and free, their lips have pressed, 
With love which nature gave, 
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Old mammy ! kind and trusted nurse 

Of many a southern son ; 
Your love has conquered ancient curse, 

And love unselfish won, 

And haughty dames, in fashion dressed, 

And high chevalric men ; 
In youthful years thy dusky breast, 

Was paradise to them. 

Then, do not scorn the dusky skin, 
Which birth and nature gave 

There goodness lives, and there is sin, 
'Mong freemen and 'mong slave. 

Through years of faithful servitude, 
Has grand old mammy served ; 

And grateful recollection should 
To her be well desesved. 
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SUMMER AFTERNOON. 



Come, sweetheart come I the summer's day 
Is throbbing with each warbler's tune ; 

While we in leafy lanes can stray, 
Enjoying summer afternoon. 

The wild flowers spring to meet our eyes, 
And trees and bushes breathe perfume, 

And fleecy clouds on azure skies 
Drift all the summer afternoon. 

And peace and joy is everywhere, 
And life seems all a blissful boon, 

To every mated happy pair. 
This summer slumbering afternoon. 

Joy throbs on every zephyr's wing, 

Through all her pulses warm with June : 

Nature, triumphant peans ring 

Through all the lingering afternoon. 
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Then the old story's whispered o'er. 

And love receives its cherished boon. 
And troths are plighted by the hour. 

That happy summer afternoon. 

Each warbling^ bird sin^ to its mate. 
Its sweetest and its happiest tune. 

So I to thee, my bonny Kate, 
Will sing my love, all afternoon. 

The zephyrs kiss the opening rose, 

VVliich, blushing, sheds a rare perfume : 

And thus, a fair example shows 
To me, this sunny afternoon. 

Deep in the shade, the wooded dove, 
His love in tender accents croon ; 

I take the hint, and tell my love. 
To sweetheart all the afternoon. 
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THE OUTCAST. 



With icy breath, the Borean blast, 

Drives shivering urchins thro* the street ; 

Their eyes with furtive glance are cast, 
To find some sheltering safe retreat. 

Alas, poor boy, and poorer girl ! 

I meet you in my treadmill walk ; 
In vortex of commercial whirl. 

Where wealth, and want together stalk. 

Pinched poverty, with peering eyes. 

At caf^ door, in fancy tastes 
The savory odors that arise, — 

On which the sons of mammon feast. 

Shivering he stands, and while he feels 
The pangs of hunger gnaw within, 

He reaches out his hand and steals, — 
Man's laws, not nature's call it sin. 

Yet, who shall be the impartial judge 
To meet out justice in his case ? 

Though poor, not equal rights begrudge 
E'en though a pariah of the race. 
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Say, brother man ! what made him such ? 

Did you to him perform your part ? 
Extend your hand with friendship's touch, 

Or with disdain bid him depart. 

The church, the heathen s hide will cram, 
With rum, and dainties, so they tell ; 

To save him from the great god dam- 
Nation, and the fires of hell ! 

Heathens converted will not be. 
For Jesus, God, and Holy Ghost 

For in his wild and savage glee, 
He likes his missionary roast. 

Say, why are Fortune's favor's so, 
Unequal and unjustly spread? 

One riots in luxurious ease, — 
In rags another begs his bread. 

A human waif, that no one heeds. 

Except to buffet and abuse ; 
Unpitied, like the roadside weed, — 

Not fit for ornament or use. 

A loaf of bread to quench the pangs 
Of hunger, in his starving heart : 

Little he cares, e'en if he hangs 
He has no one to take his part 
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COGITATING WITH MY PIPE. 



Far in the misty realms of Time, 
When poet's musing first began, 

Thro* simple reed he breathed his rhyme- 
Such was the organ pipe of Pan. 

The Satyr with his archaic reed, 

Entranced with song the sombre night ; 

While fairies danced in vale and mead. 
Beneath the moonbeam's silvery light. 

Though my old pipe of meershaum brown, 
Is wedded to its wexhall stem ; 

Through it has many a fancy flown, 
Fit for a poet's diadem. 

When resting from day's ruder cares, 
I fill my bowl with fragrant fire ; 

And leaning in my old armchair. 
Drain sweet decoction's blest desire. 
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And watch the fragrant essence rise, 

In subtle and eccentric rings ; 
As peacefully I close my eyes, 

Nor envy aught the place of kings. 

I let fantastic Fancy stray 

Through sunny isles of lotus flowers, 
Where perfect peace pervades the day, 

And pleasure fills the languid hours. 

And so, my meershaum is my theme ; 

The sweet concoctions stain the rind, 
With tints as intricate as seem 

The labyrinth of the poet's mind. 

Dear friend of you I never tire, 

Whose bowl is charred with weed devine, 
Which, through the alchemy of fire, 

Inspires tbe poet's airy line, 

With quaintest fancies wove and spun, 
Where flame and smokv fragrance hung; 

With blue rings floating in the sun. 
Sweeter than ever censor flung. 

A pipe of reeds may please old Pan, 
He's but a nondescript ai best ; 

But, to a healthy godlike man, 
A meershaum is his first request 
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The random rhymes your poet weaves, 
Are not to please the cynic churls ; 

I form my fancies as I breathe 
The blue smoke from my pipe in whirls. 

So, through the smoke mist floating dim, 

Can fond imagination's bard, 
See lovelier forms than painters limn, 

Or Grecian sculptor ever carved. 

This is the bright domain of thought ; 

Each monarch of the realms of mind; 
Here can no censorship be wrought. 

To fetter Reason, or to Fancy bind. 

Thoughts, are the attributes of man. 
Reason the septre which he sways. 

Exploring nature's universal plan, 
And all creation's wonderous ways. 

So Fancy keeps her own green aisles. 
Where satyrs sing and faries dance ; 

Tis there eternal summer smiles, — 
The dreamland dear of old romance. 

Here lovely nymph and laughing fay. 
In pristine freedom sports and sings. 

While Undine in her sunny bay, 
Still to her watery caverns clings. 
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And bright wing'd birds with slender throats, 
Pour forth their untaught melodies, 

In warbling wild entrancing notes, — 
Nature's spontaneous symphonies. 

No wind-swept waves that vex and chill, 
With damp and fog and frosty rime ; 

But fruits and flowers and fragrance fill. 
The century weaving web of time. 

The gorgeous colors of the sky, 
At dawn, or noon, or set of sun, 

Are richer in their dazzling dye, 
Than fabrics in the orient spun. 

Here, form fantastic shapes of mist. 
At sunrise on the mountain brow ; 

Like rosy blush on maiden's check, 
Beneath a scarf, like virgin snow. 

The emerald sheen which peacocks deck, 
With golden eyes and tints of blue, — 

The pencilings of the pheasant's neck, 
No painter's brush can match in hue. 

Who holds his grasp on Fancy's helm. 
Must touch with tender hand the keys, 

That ope imagination's realm. 
And all its marvellous mysteries. 
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Oh, happy land of Lotus flowers I 
Where babbling brooks and singing birds, 

Relieve the tardy footed hours, 
Instead of man's penurious words. 

The sordid clash of loss and gain, — 
The feverish strife in marts of trade, 

Can ne'er disturb the blest domain. 
That charming Fancy has arrayed. 

Here, love without jealousy can reign, — 
Freedom, without oppression thrives; 

Life, free from sickness, sin and pain. 
And man with nature never strives. 

The balmy breezes kiss the flowers, — 
The drowsy poppy blushes red. 

And cooing dovts in shady bowers. 
Hear but the brown fawn's timid tread. 

Here, dewdrops like the gems of Ind, 
Shine like a glittering coronet; 

And slender grasses graceful bend. 
Above the bpiders jewelled net. 

And mountain slopes, and sunny seas. 
Rest calm in shades of green and gold; 

And sights, and sounds, and rhapsodies. 
With all thtir charms my soul enfold. 
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Day dawns upon a world of peace, — 
The sun shines with a warm caress ; 

Here, we can smoke our pipe with ease. 
And revel in our happiness. 

E'en Plato's fabled land of love. 
And Moore s Utopian land of right. 

And Christian's Paradise above. 
Are but the realms of Fancy's flight 

So let our Spanish Castles rise. 

With domes of gold, and pearly gates. 

Where for awhile we feast our eyes 
Removed from earthly low-bom hates. 

My pipe is out, — I want a light ; 

My dream is done, — my song is sung. 
And from Parnassian's giddy height, 

Pm back amid the Brooklyn throng I 
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A DAY IM THE COUNTRY. 



How sweet to leave the city streets, 
And wander forth in field and wood, 

To visit nature's quiet retreat, 
And roam amid her solitude. 

To breathe the air of summer's land, 
By hills and waters murmuring cool; 

The liberal gift of nature's hand. 
Whose cup of health is ever full 

With summer beakers of bright wine, 
I cool my winter parched lips ; 

Drink and rejoice, with joy devine, 
Till autumn brings her sad eclipse 

The fields with butter-cups are full, 
And marguerites of gold and white; 

The hum of brooklets clear and cool. 
Yield restful, calm, and dear delight 
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The song of mottle-throated thrush, — 
The swash of ocean on the beach, — 

The linnet in the thorn-clad bush. 
All lessons of contentment teach. 

The rustling sound of waveing grass, — 

JEolian music in the pines, — 
The burr of insects as they pass, 

Rattles amid the flowering vines. 

The locusts russling in the lanes, 
And from the hay fields far away, 

The cadence on my ear remains, 

Through all the long warm summer day. 

The ruddy breasted robin 's heard 
Amid the groves of spicy pines ; 

And day-light dreams remain unstirred, 
In tangled woods run wild with vines. 

The moon at night with silvery beams. 
Is flooding every bush and tree ; 

And sleeping birds awake from dreams, 
To pipe some drowsey melody. 

Rejoice with me, the earth is fair 
With flowers of every varied hue, 

Exhaling fragrance on the air. 
Fresh from their bath of morning dew. 
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NEW YEAR. 1886. 



Ring out wild bells high overhead, 

With clamorous tongues your story tell ; 

The new-year's born — the old is dead, — 
A glad farewell — a sad farewell I 

Ring out all bond, ring in all free 
Where'er earth's circling oceans roll, 

That all the lands of earth may be 
Exempt from tyrany's control! 

Ring in a happy home for all 
Whose past has had disparing hopes ; 

Ring out the curse of Adam's fall, — 
Of pulpits, priests and popes ! 

Ring in the dawn of noble deeds, 
Ring out the proud disdainful crew : 

For selfishness is born of creeds, — 
And man is great by being true I 
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Ring in the reign of recompense, 
To honest labor's toils and tears ; 

A just reward in pounds and pence, 
For suffering of a thousand years ! 

Ring out the craft of cunning knaves, 
Ring in the reign of honest thought, 

When men shall be much more than slaves, 
Not toys, by priests and princes bought I 

Ring out the power of favoured few. 
Ring in the reign of justice rule ; 

E'er anarchy's ensanguined crew 
Become the avenger's ready tool I 

Ring out the reign of mythic creeds, 
Ring learning's page of Reason in, 

No longer garble in the weeds. 

That churches preach of primal sin I 

Ring in just rights to every one ; 

Ring out the wrong of miser's purse, 
Where woman's sigh, or manhood's groan. 

Is unreleaved by prayer or curse ! 

Ring out the reign of class and clan. 
Ring world-wide human welfare in ; 

An honest man's a gentleman, 
Despite the lack of purse or tin I 
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Ring out the reign of tyrant's sway, 
Ring in the reign of liberal laws ; 

When white-winged peace shall rule the day; 
Republic's rule is justice's cause ! 

Ring out the boast of purse proud pride, 

Till over every land and sea, 
Humanity's brave beacon light 

Shall rings the laws that are to be I 

Ring out all false and foolish creeds, 
Ring out all superstitious hopes ; 

Ring in the reign of noble deeds. 

Ring out all princes, priests and popes ! 

Ring in the '*good time coming" long, 
Our hearts have hoped for, year by year; 

Fulfill the poet's sweetest song, — 

Ring out all grief, — ring in good cheer 

Ring out all death by war and wounds, 
Where flowers of fairest manhood fell ; 

All ears are strained to catch the sound, — 
The chiming of millennium bells I 

Ring out, oh bells all crime and wrong, 
Ring out all jealousy and hate ; 

Earth's pioneers have waited long ; 
Only the true, can be the great ! 
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Ring out all casts of high and low ; 

Ring in the brotherhood of men ; 
Let busy hands with pen and plow, 

Mark only nature's gentlemen ! 

Ring out all idle indolence, 

Palace or penetentiary bred ; 
Too long have drones by vain pretense. 

From labor's busy hands been fed ! 

Then, ring ye happy bells, ring out 
The censor's bigoted command. 

Against the Thinker's honest doubt, 
Who fought and bled for freedom's land! 

Ring in prosperity to all, — 

To merchant and mechanic s hearth ; 
Let Cornucopia's horn fall, 

In teeming plenty o'er the earth 1 
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MUSINGS. 



'Nkath April sky, the green hills lie, 
And fleecy clouds are soft and tender ; 

Past ocean's bar, which lies afar, 
I see the blue waves violet splender. 

The crocus holds its cup of gold, 
To catch the early dews of morning, 

And snow-drop bells, like silver shells, 
Winter's belated blasts are scorning. 

In garden walks, the lilac stalks, 

Exhale their fragrance dearly cherished ; 

And violets blue come peeping through, 
When chestnut's purple plumes are 
perished. 

The river wends round many a bend. 
And sings it's songs in happy numbers ; 

In dusky fir, the insects stir. 

Awakening from their winter slumber. 
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Down maple's row, the blossoms glow, 
And buds are all the branches decking ; 

The elm tree sheds its coral bead^, 
And nimbus clouds the sky are flecking. 

And I can see, 'neath birchen tree, 
In blue and green the fades dressing; 

And drifts of white the eye delight, 

By wind while dogwood bloom caressing. 

Here plaintive floats the bluebird's note, 
Where larches tassell'd boughs are bending; 

While robins pipe my ear delights, 
With cadence loud and never-ending. 

White daisy pets, and marguerites, 
Are waving thick amid the grasses. 

The butterfly of various dyes, 

On fluttering wings in silence passes. 

O'er clover leas, the honey bees. 
On buzzing wings are zigzag flying, 

Till twilight gray, proclaims the day, 
In robes of night is slowly dying. 

On every spray, that soft winds sway, 
Sings merrily the yellow yorling ; 

I see him swing, like Harlequin, 
His masquerading tricks performing. 
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In orchard's glade, and peach tree's shade, 
The linnets sing amid the bushes ; 

And like the dye of sunset's sky, 

I see the speckled breasted thrushes. 

On breezy knolls, the cedar polls, 

Their dark and leafy arms are tossing ; 

And chattering jays, these summer days. 
Like idle gossips each are bossing. 

On steel blue wing, the swallows sing. 
As o'er the placid lake they wander, 

Or twittering high in summer sky, 

O'er sunlight fields of flowery splendor. 

Now south winds blow, with drowsy flow : 
In nature's breast new life is stirring ; 

In emerald screen, of leafy green, 
The veins of Spring with life are thrilling. 

In every grove, birds' songs of love, 
In joyous carols forth are sending: 

O'erhead and clear, the hemisphere, ' 
A vast cerulean dome is bending. 

Oh, birds that thrill, with joyous trill. 
And set the green woods all a-ringing, 

With songs of love, in mead and grove, 
Their never weary songs are singing, 
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Now leafy June is all in tune, 

And birds are busy with their nesting ; 
And through the trees, the summer breese, 

The crimson blossoms all is wasting. 

Song after song, still floats along. 

From bush and brake and nodding grasses; 

While gliding by, with crimson dye, 
The scarlet-coated oriole passes. 

Here lands of gjeen, where summer's sheen. 
Does never freeze the children's fingers. 

To lands of snow, where winter's glow, 
In lap of spring does often linger. 

Some toil and spin, their gold to win, 
A bonded slave — a treasure reaper, 

Yet all their wealth. With failing health. 
Won't save them from the unbribed reaper. 

Then come with me, to green wood tree, 
Where leaf and ferny flowers are waving; 

Where songs of birds are ever heard. 
And laughing, purling brooks, are laving. 

The earth is grand, for summer's hand, 
Her lavish gifts abroad are spreading ; 

Each guest is welcome to her feast, 
While on her emerald carpet treading. 

205 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

Oh« working world 1 toil's sails are furled» 
And ease and rest are welcome comers ; 

From city's street, we haste to greet, 
Fair June the flowery Queen of Summer. 




206 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 



STRAY VERSES. 



Life is a mystery and romance. 

Reaching from cradle to the grave ; 
The wheels of Fate, — the words of chance, 

Can make a hero, or a slave. 
II 
Will you submit to tyrant's stroke ? 

Will you remain a drudge on earth 
And bow your head beneath the yoke, 

Through simple accident of birth ? 
Ill 
Old Superstition's wily crews, 

Perch 'neath each spire and gilded dome, 
And dupes are robbed who rent the pews, 

By mitered medicants of Rome ! 

IV 

Corrupted church, around thee clings, 

The fetid odor of decay; 
That panders to all meaner things, 

For which the superstitious pay. 
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Creeds lock the brain with bolt and bar, — 
Faith dimly gropes in darkened ways ; 

While Science, like the evening star. 
Shines bright with Truth's eternal rays. 

VI 

When shall the happy time arrive ? 

The time of right, and not of wrong, 
When world-wide happiness shall thrive, 

And all shall sing millennium's song. 
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STANZAS. 1776. 1876. 



When Freedom's cause in every land, 
Was lost thro' priest's and king's decree, 

T was then Columbia did demand 
The rights of Life and Liberty. 

The century's years are growing dim, — 
The opening future bright appears ; 

No foe without, no fear within. 
To check our onward great career. 

The olive branch of perfect peace, 

Waves o'er our land from shore to shore, 

And every year swells vast increase, 
Till all our marts are running o'er. 

And as we scan the century past 
With all its manly struggles great. 

We view what grand hercluean task, 
Moulded a free and prosperous State. 
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THE WIDOW. 



Old Weller said : — "My boy take heed, 
Beware ! beware ! of widow's wiles ; " 

Their cunning plan ensnares a man, 

More quick than modest maiden's smiles. 

Too well they know how far to go. 
To catch their prey upon their hook ; 

With eyes so meek and blush on cheek, 
They read you like an open book. 

With look demure they can you lure 
And scatter all your selfish plans ; 

Their mein so meek a language speaks, 
That love's low flame to passion fans. 

When cupid's dart has pierced your heart. 
She'll play you like a cat with ball ; 

When you are wed her spider web, 
Will hold you in relentless thrall. 
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Her witching smile can you b^uile, 
And thwart your batcheloric plan : 

When she insists you can't resist — 
She sways you, as she does her fan. 

With eyes cast down, with smile *»r fT4»wn, 
She soon will bring you to her feet ; 

Make you behave her willing slave. 
And gain her victory complete. 

Old Weller knew as old birds do. 

How traps and snares the feet do cU*y : 

Take my advise, — or take your choice, - 
A henpeck, — or a jolly boy. 

A single life is full of strife, 

Of restlessness and vain regret ; 

Widow or maid, — be not dismayed, 
Take one and love her as your pet. 

Now, my advice, you'll find is nice, 
A widow 's just as good 's a maid ; 

Between the two, — this is my view, 
Take either, and be not afraid. 



21 I 



RANDOM RHYMES. 



A VISIT TO WATKIN'S GLEN. 



Aweary of the haunts of men, 

We wander back to wooded hills — 

To murmuring streams and shaded glen, — 
To daised fields and laughing rills. 

The pleasantness of perfect peace, 
Broods over nature's blest retreat ; 

Where maddening crowds can never tease, 
In thronged and jostling noisy streets. 

Beneath the vast unmeasured sky, / 

Filled with a deep celestial blue, 

Sunbathed the fairest landscapes lie, 
Of valley, lake and mountain blue. 

Such pleasing vistas meet the eye. 
With glad surprises every hour ; 

And memory links the days gone bye, 
When earth to me was Eden's bower. 
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We glide along past lamparts bold, 
Where mountain, wood and water dwells; 

Where teeming orchard trees unfold 
Their mellowing fruits in suni^y dells. 

Now flows the river by whose side 
Nature reveals such marvellous view 

Of frowning cliffs with mosses hoar, 
And moonbeams melting in the blue. 

Long years ago, thy mighty flood 
Their mountain barriers tore away ; 

Thy force no obstacle withstood, 
In cleaving out thy watery way. 

Now in the sunlight's gleam and glow, 
Thy limped waters murmuring glide. 

In crooning cadence soft and low, 
Where bending boughs the surface hide. 

Then, o'er the cliffs with foaming leap 
Thy floods plunge in the dark abyss, 

Where hidden caves old secrets keep. 
And nyads live in happy bliss. 

Now wandering past Mt. Pisgah's height. 
Thy sun-kissed waters rippling play : 

Then lost, where gorges hide thy light 
And mountains rise to bar the day. 
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Next, t^liding^ round some graceful bend, 
Where hemlock covered hills arise ; 

*J'hy living currents slowly wend, | 

Rt^tiectin^ trees and placid skies. 

We sit where rapids wildly sweep, — 
We >tand upon the cataract's brim. 

Where rushing waters madly leap. 
With grand incessant deafening din. 

We reach a shelving grassy wood, 

Which shimmers in the morning dew, — 

VV^atching below the rushing flood. 
That wore the rocky channel through. 

J)own deep defiles the torrent falls. 
Swift rushing o'er its rocky bed; 

Above the towering pine trees tall, 
Caj»t gloomy shadows overhead. 

We stand on Susquehanna's hills, 
And watch the river far below, 

Fed by a thousand sparkling rills, 

Through sun and shade's perpetual flow. 

What time creation's mighty thores, 
Upheaved thee from her fiery breast ; 

When through her quivering, feverish pores. 
Poured lava's flood of wild unrest 
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Ye mighty hills whose snowy crest. 
Basks in the sun and braves the storm I 

If choice were mine, with thee I'd rest. 
Nor feel forsaken or forlorn. 

Vast towering heights of granite rock I 
That almost sun and sky eclipse ; 

My eager questioning^ ye mock. 
Like Sphinx's silent speechless lips. 

In mute magnificance ye stand ! 

The sculptured fanes on nature's page ; 
Which even I may understand, 

As well as scientist or sage. 

In giant magnitude ye tower ! 

Crag over crag's rock-ribbed abyss ; 
And roaring torents madly pour, 

Adown thy battling precipice. 

Ye sponsers of the flight of time I 
Through solemn centuries of the past : 

On thy tall towering clffs sublime. 
Time s record true is read at last 

Dark green thy pyramidal pines 
Uprear on every mountain brow ; 

And days departing sunbeams shine, 
And kiss each h oary, rugged, bough. 
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The cataracts wear the mountain's form, 
And lightenings cleave the giant oak ; 

And azure skies turn black with storm, 
When winter's Borean blasts are woke. 
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IN MEMORIUM, 
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL 



May I not call the poet friend, 
Who bade me welcome to his home, 

Where Elm wood's graceful willows bend, 
And birds in joyous freedom roam? 

He hailed me as a brother Scot 

From the fair land of Robert Burns ; 

And sacred now to me's the spot, — 
Lowell, no more to it returns. 

He was the friend of twittering birds. 
Who round his door found safe retreat; 

They seemed to understand his words. 
And never feared his coming feet. 

His infant-hood was sung to rest, 
By ballads of the motherland ; 

His young poetic ear was nursed. 
By stories quaint of fairyland. 
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His mother sang those ancient songs 
Of Scotia's story-haunted glens, 

Of old traditions that belong 

To his brave sire, Sir Patrick Spens. 

His cradle's rhythmic motion swayed, 
To hum of border minstrelsy ; 

And while he slept, the muses played, 
And filled him with their harmony. 

Thus, his poetic soul was filled, 
With honor, love and chivalry ; 

Those noble truths were then instilled, 
Moulding the life that was to be. 

His garden path with trees and flowers. 
And buds and blooms of various dye, 

With lilac and syringa bowers. 
Was meet for his poetic eye, 

The blue-bird and the robin came, 
Year after year to stay and mate ; 

And ruddy oriole like a flame 

Sang safely round his garden gate. 

He lived and loved, e'er manhood came 
To cast a down upon his cheek ; 

The gentle lady of his rhymes. 

Soon made his single life complete. 
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The amaranthine wreath that fell 
Upon his house with sudden gloom, 

Wrung his sad heart, ah, who can tell, 
The anguish buried in that tomb ? 

I see those baby shoes that hung 
Above her picture, and that lent 

A charm to that grief sobbing song, — 
' • He only knew she came and went. " 

And from his eyes have tears been shed; 

His first great sorrow, who can know 
His grief for her now lying dead, 

And still, '* under the deepening snow. 

He loved and lost, but ever sought 
With facile pen and earnest tongue 

To wake to higher, nobler thoughts, 
The country's vast unthinking throng. 

And students loved him as a friend ; 

His word a torch of wisdom was, 
And to aspiring youth did lend 

Light, for each worthy, noble, cause. 

In widening spheres his life was spent ; 

Professor, critic, poet, wit ; 
With smiling lips, and broad brow brent, 

And dark blue eyes with candor lit. 
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His glance most kind like sunshine fell, 
And showed the sweetness of his life ; 

And rich and poor alike can tell 
How he was wont to banish strife. 

Rare courtesy was in his heart ; 

Gentle by ancestry and birth , 
His tongue was ever ready to impart 

Advise and hope, good cheer and mirth. 

Each new-born day he understood 
New duties, — newer rules to teach ; 

Amid the courtly throng he stood, 

The new world's wisdom ways to preach. 

At Madrid's Court he was a Don 

Equal to any Spanish born ; 
At England's Court he honors won, 

As great as peer had ever worn. 

The statesmen and the regal throng 
Listened enraptured to his words ; 

The limped sweetness of his song, 
Their heart-felt admiration stirred. 

The Empress Queen, his council sought, 
Freed from tradition's mildewed ban; 

Republic's fresh ideas he brought, 
This noble, gifted, gentleman. 
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Old learning's piles with knowledge stored, 
II is bold discourse their turret shakes; 

And all the ancient tomes they hoard, 
His fresh and free-born thought awakes. 

Yet, not alone to learned Don, 

Would he unlock his treasure store ; 

His npartee and wit and fun, 
Set festive tables in a roar 

No vanity could lure his soul, — 
No folly could beguile his feet ; 

While honor held her safe control, 
And God-like reason held her seat. 

He was not bound by class or creed. 
To fetter wrong with tongue or pen , 

He loved his country, — saw the need 
Of great and patriotic men. 

He saw the ensanguined battle cloud 
Roll o'er the southern hemisphere,— 

When Lincoln's cry rang out aloud. 
For northern Yankee volunteers. 

'* Harvard's Commemoration Ode, " 
Will live throughout all coming time ; 

It's sonorous, thrilling, periods showed 
The poet transfigured and sublime I 
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His tribute to the martyred Chief 
Awakened Harvard's ancient hall ; 

When all the land was bowed in grief. 
At crime, which did the world appall. 

He sang in no uncertain strain, 

'Gainst slavery in every form, 
That laid on half the land a btain, — 

War's verdict conld alone reform. 

He struck his harp with sturdy hand, 
Nor bowed to silken fashion's rule; 

His name was echoed o'er the land, 
From every hill-side district school. 

What though the goody-goods might rail, 
At the ungodly words he said : — 

" God's ebony images on sale, " 
Approved by Bible's code, and aid I 

But, like a Trogan he made wars 
On theory, compromise and plan ; 

** Freedom for all ! " 'neath stripes and stars, 
So his heroic slogan ran. 

Hail ! laureate of unlettered speech 
Of Yankee land. On throne ye sit 

So far above, that none can reach 
Your dialect of New England wit. 
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When * * Bigleow Papers ' saw the light, 
And "Zek and Huldy's" courtship told; 

(Why, Hudibras was out of sight, ) 
Here, were his stores of wit unrolled. 

And those rich satires still are read 
In Yankee humour's quaintest hit ; 

O'er discord of the times he shed 
His raillery's sparkling, peerless wit 

Nor yet was track of serpent's trail 
In all his words of tongue or pen : 

A kindness always did prevail, 
That ever won the hearts of men. 

His **Lady Nicotina" went 

With him among the pine trees rare, 

And oft her fragrant censer lent 
A pungent odor to the air. 

He had a wish to write a song ; 

A theme his namesake's memory stirred, 
His kinsman who in battle throng 

Fell in the van with flashing sword. 

Yes, many hours the midnight lamp 
Within his chamber window shone, 

When all without was dark and damp, 
And wind made ancient pine trees groan. 
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His range was large and unconfined, 
From * 'Birch Tree" tow'ring proudly high, 

To *• Dandelions" which we find, 

By ' ' Beaver Brook, " when passing by. 

And brave "Miles Standish" lives again, 
In all his strong and rugged pride ; 

And poor ** John Alden " shy and plain, 
Won sweet " Priscilla, " for his bride. 

**Sir Launfal's" weary steps he led 
O'er many lands, — a weary trail ; 

Nor cold, nor hunger did he dread, 
Until he found the "Holy Grail. " 

Now towers the old "Cathedral, " grand 
Whose steps are worn by pilgrim's feet, 

And saints and sinners equal stand. 
Repenting at God's judgment seat. 

And then, the '* Fable, " full of puns, 
Together joined like string of beads, 

Or like a pudding full of plums, — 

It's peppery taste charms all who read. 

While steering the " Atlantic's" helm. 
Through rocks and shoals of story's main, 

Misfortune came, Fate did o'erwhelm 
His veteren ''Birdofreedom Swain. " 
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His " Fireside Travels " was a gift, 
Signed by the poet author's hand ; 

And when the treasured book I lift, 
His chastened thoughts I understand. 

And fondly cherished my belief, 

Of good, he did with tongue and pen ; 

The future years will hail him chief, 
Among the favored sons of men. 

His name a household word shall be, 
Through all the future coming years ; 

Revered it ever shall, by me, — 
Whose honored name, my daughter bears. 

'Twas privilege to know this man, 

And I was of the favored lot ; 
His chuckling puns with laughter ran, 

Such as shall never be forgot. 

Whatever star may be his home, 

Where bright effulgence ever gleams ; 

His song will sweeter sound, than some 
Among ihe highest seraphims. 

And tender memories linger round, 
The elms, the willows and the pines : 

While deep in Auburn's hallowed ground, 
The poet's last remains recline. 
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INDIAN SUMMER. 



On distant hill tops floats a haze, — 
Across the fields a white mist lies ; 

And all the woods these autumn days, 
The Indian Summer sunshine dyes. 

The maple has a flaming torch, — 
The woodbine bears a purple blush ; 

The fiery sumach at my porch, 
Appears as Moses' burning bush. 

There's vagrant flavor in the lanes. 
Where fleets of thistle down float by; 

And bush and tree, with various stains, 
Are tinged with autumn's frosty dye. 

The sunshine like an amber wine, 
Creeps slowly through the leafless trees, 

Purpling the clusters of the vine. 
Where hum a few belated bees. 
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Each woodland path is thick with leaves, — 
The sun shines through the afternoon ; 

The wind is whistling through the sheaves, 
With autumn's weird and tender tune. 

Now, through the woodland aisles I stray 
Where autumn's trembling fingers dye 

The tinted leaves in colors gay, 
Like painter's brush or orient skies. 

He o er the land his color throws, 

Like Bacchus when he's flush with wine, 

As through the woods he staggering goes 
Staining the elm tree and the vine. 

The fox-grapes twining round the trees. 
In darkening purple clusters shine ; 

And fragrant flavors on the breeze. 
Are wafted from the spicy pine. 

These burning, jewelled, autumn days, 
Are radient, deep dyed and grand ; 

A satin scarf his breast displays, 
With hues like silk of Samarkand. 

Oh, splendid are October days. 
When summer's green is turned to gold : 

And the round harvest moon displays, 
A shield that dazzles, — lovely to behold. 
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Great Artist ! now spread wide thy dyes, 
On bush and brake and mountain side ; 

Where sunshine splendor from the skies 
Flushes the earth with golden tide. 

Now tune to softer, mellower keys 
The sounds of river, field and wood, 

And sigh through all the leafless trees , 
In solemn, dull and doleful mood. 
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ODE TO THE CRESCENT ATHLETIC 

CLUB HOCKEY TEAM. 

Written on the Occasion of the 

Victory over the 

Hockey Club of New York, 

at Clermont Rink, Brooklyn, 

Wednesday, Jan. 29th. 1902. 

Score, — 7 to 3. 

The ice was bright, the rink was light, 
The rooters made commotion ; 

And players doff their sweaters off, 
To set the puck in motion. 

The Crescent ment, with good intent, 

To mend their reputation ; 
To soundly drub each other club, 

Was their determination. 

They got the puck, and spat for luck, 
Their hockey sticks well rubbing ; 

Now you shall see how fast they flee 
To give their foes a drubbing. 

Be on your guard, there, you forward, 

No off-side rules mistaking : 
And take the knocks of friendly shocks — 

Each other's plans are checking. 
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And now you see the referee, 
His whistle loudly blowing ; 

He starts the game — then watches same, 
Its various technique knowing. 

From side to side the players slide, 
The puck is sent a-spinning; 

And Liffton's stick, that knows the trick, 
Sends puck to goal a-winning. 

Now down and up, flies back the puck. 
Between the teams opposing, 

And Doby's eye all chances spy, 
He takes no risk of loosing. 

A goal I a goal ! shouts out the whole 
Vast Crescent Club assembled ; 

The rink resounds to joyous sounds 
Until the rafters tremble. 

And now face-off, and show the stuff 
Makes Crescent Club a dandy ; 

Upon my soul, another goal, 
By LifiTton and so handy. 

For like a flash, he makes a dash. 
All obstacles he's clearing ; 

There is no skill can stop his will 
When rival's goal he's nearing. 
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In fierce array the puck's in play 
Between the hosts contending ; 

And "Wall ! Wall ! Wall ! " is now the call. 
The rooters' voices rending. 

His hockey stick knows every trick 

Amid the hosts confusing ; 
It is not luck, he gets the puck. 

But certainly 'tis amusing. 

Brace Crescent team and watch your game, 
The Hockey Club is winning ; 

Then fiercest mix of hockey sticks 
Round Hallock's cage is spinning, 

Now Drake's on deck, the pass to check. 
His aim there's no denying ; 

And just as swift he makes a lift 
And back the puck sends flying. 

The rooters' yell their feelings tell, 

As hard the contest wages ; 
Now here, now there, now everywhere. 

The deathless battle rages. 

When danger's nigh, Mackenzie's eye 
Sees peril when it's coming ; 

He'll stop the shot however hot, 

And send it backward humming. 
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When mix-ups rage round Hallock's cage 
And sticks the ice are cracking ; 

His strength immense is a defence 
'Gainst the fiercest foes attacking. 

The puck they send from end to end, 
Like shuttlecock kept flying 

Till rush of Drake the tedium breaks, 
With puck in goal cage lying. 

And Kennedy — When did you see 

A better play, or dodging ? 
When with his stick he makes a hit, 

And puck in net is lodging. 

Dobby and Wall, the best of all, 

With team work none surpassing ; 

And Liff'ton's speed, nought can exceed, 
When he the puck is passing. 

Mackenzie point, Drake cover-point, 
A strong team no disputing ; 

Their self-control can guard the goal 
'Gainst rival faction's rooting. 

And "seven up " with cards or puck, 
Are games that are amusing ; 

And many a year let it appear 
Crescents will not be loosing. 
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All sportsmen true love foemen who 
In games of skill appearing ; 

And now, my boys, amid our joys, — 
Give rivals hearty cheering. 
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MY LITTLE BOY'S QUESTIONS. 



My little boy in earnestness, 
Climbed up upon noiy knee, 

And with his why's, and wherefore's 
Began to question me. 

Now papa, tell me if you can, — 
For I should like to know, 

From where does come the angry wind ? 
And wherefore does it blow ? 

From where does all the wet rain come? 

And why does it fall down ? 
And wet the people in the street, — 

And slopy make the town ! 

Again, in greater eagerness, 

He wanted then to know. 
What makes it cold in winter ? 

And wherefrom comes the snow ? 
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And papa, when will summer come? 

When days are warm and nice ? 
And why does winter bring us cold, 

And cover ponds w^ith ice? 

And in the evening looking out, 

Between the lattice bars, 
He asked how far away they were. 

And who was t made the stars ? 

What makes the moon so very big ? 

Why is it cut in half? 
His questions were so very cute, 

I could not help but laugh I 

Why is the sun so very warm? 

Why does it shine so bright ? 
Why does it go away at dark? 

Why don't it shine at night ? 

Why is the sea so very large? 

Why is the the water salt? 
What makes the big waves roll ashore, 

And turn a summersault? 

What makes the trees so very tall. 

And grow up in the air ? 
Why do all the leaves fall down, 

And leave the branches bare ? 
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Who made the great big rocks that stand 

Down by the ocean shore? 
Were they put there so they could hear, 

The angry breaker's roar ? 

Who lights the stars that shine at night, 

When I am going to bed ? 
And tell me, who puts out their light 

So far up overhead ? 

Why are the flowers red, white and blue ? 

Why do they smell so sweet ? 
From where do all the colors come, 

Painted on them so neat? 

Out in the woods the wild bird sings, 

And flies up in the sky ; 
I wish I had a pair of wings. 

So, then too, I could fly ! 

And papa, wherefrom comes the coal. 
That bums so warm and bright? 

Where did it grow ? or was it made ? 
Why did'nt they make it white ? 

Who made the fishes in the sea ? 

How did they learn to swim ? 
When I grow up to be a man, 

rd like to swim like them ! 
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Who makes the clouds up in the sky, 
With colors black and red ? 

Where do they sail so far away, 
When I go to my bed ? 

Who built the mountains that I saw 
At Grandpa's country farm ? 

Do fairies live up in the caves, 
Beyond the cattle barn ? 

Does Santa Claus live up the hill, 
Where grow the Christmas trees, 

And bring them down at Christmas time. 
The boys and girls to please ? 

Dear little boy, thy questions grave, 
I cannot solve by rote or rule : 

Life's problems and its wonders are 
Never solved in any school. 

Papa I the sand man's coming down ; 

And then he bowed his head ; 
The sand man's come again, he said, — 

I want to go to bed ! 



Aye little one, to bed and sleep ; 

May no nightmare disturb your dreams ; 
I kiss each rosy dimpled cheek. 

While o'er his face a bright smile gleams. 
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Sleep your glad sleep, — dream your sweet 
dreams, 

And build your castles in the air ; 
They'll burst like bubbles upon streams 

And pass away we know not where. 

Yea, all the wherefores and the whys, 
Your young inquiring mind may ask, 

Would puzzle e'en the great and wise, 
And I'm unequal to the task. 
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LATE ROSES. 



One day while in my garden gazing, 
When the first frost was in the air, 

My eyes beheld a sight amazing, — 
I marvelled at the vision rare. 

My summer rose bush was displaying, 

A score of buds of rosy red ; 
While autumn's blast was fast decaying, 

The treasures of each flowery bed. 

What spirit fanned love's dying ember, 
Left from the fiery heart of June, 

To blaze and blossom in November, 
With pink and rosy buds of bloom ? 

Did fairy nymph with tender pity, 
Thy bare and leafless branches spy 

Amid the noisy, toiling, dity 

Where only mammon is the cry. . . . 
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And breathe again with breath enchanting, 
The warmth of summer's balmy glow : 

In spite of chilly autumn's boasting, — 
With touch of frost — and shroud of snow? 

My fairest flowers are lying perished' — 
The aster with its purple head, — 

The damask dahlia that I cherished, 
Neglected lies with autumn's dead. 

The golden-rods with tassels swaying, — 
Their withered heads the breezes wave. 

Their shrivelled stalks are fast decaying 
In winter's cold relentless grave. 

Sapphire skies and flowers are faded, 
Their burnished glory meets defeat, 

Their matchless hues are all degraded 
And lie at autumn's frosty feet. 

I see the moon rain down her splednor. 
Where once were banks of rarest flowers ; 

Now all their beauty bright and tender. 
Autumn's withering blast devours. 

Perhaps my rose bush now is dreaming, 
Of balmy hours in sunny June, 

When bees and butterflies were gleaming, 
Through the long drowsy afternoon. 

240 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

Yet, what can be the rose's fancies 
In the long dreaming hours of night, 

When the moonlight's beam entrances, 
The sleeping hours with mystic light? 

Has her fancy ever wandered, 
To kindred sisters far from here, 

Where their perfumes rare are squandered, 
In orient valleys of Cashmere ? 

Do their fair blossoms lie reposing, 
On dusky breast of Eastern bride, 

Where gauzy scarf is half disclosing 
Beauties, which scarce the roses hide ? 



A lone belated bird is singing. 

Lingering on elm tree near thy shrine. 

His notes thro' leafless branches ringing, 
As 'twere the heart of summer-time. 

In fervency it seems to borrow 
A note from some remembered wrong; 

Some early grief — some secret sorrow, 
Dwells in the cadence of the song. 

Still keep fair bird your sweet notes ringing. 
In accents musical and strong ; 

While your lone list'ner now is singing 
A sadder and more mournful song. 
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Like thee, too, I am sad and lonely, 
Feeling the winter's wind and cold ; 

Friends have all left me, I can only 
Swan*like sing, I'm growing old. 

Oh, that some respite I might borrow, — 
Hope perennial from the rose ; 

Or, could the bird's song ease my sorrow. 
With the sweet notes that from him flow. 

Farewell, birds and bees and blossoms, 
Sin and sorrow, grief and pain ; 

We welcome sleep in earth's dark bosom. 
Death's dreamless and eternal reign ! 
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A VACATION. 



Lkavk your bales and boxes lying, 
Hasten where the fresh wind's blow ; 

Quit your selling and your buying, 
Whether price be high or low. 

Care and toil is life's long battle, 
Till the wheels of labor cease 

From the din and roar and rattle, 
Give us respite and release. 

Come where hills and valleys shining, 
'Neath a bright blue sky above ; 

From a mossy bank reclining, 
Unobstructed eyes can rove. 

Here seems taste of Eden's garden, — 
Whispering winds and fairest flowers; 

No fiery-sworded angel guarding 
Gateway to these sheltering bowers. 
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Here is natures savage grandeur, 
Beasts and birds, and rocks and trees, 

Here, our footsteps freely wander, 
Enjoying franchisement of ease. 

For our hearts are ever yearning 

After nature's hidden lore, 
Found not in old halls of learning. 

Where the pale-faced students pore, 

But where snow-fed fountains rushing 
Headlong from the mountain's brow, — 

Foaming waters onward gushing, 
To the verdant meads below. 

Every year spring s reborn gladness. 
Cheers the heart and soothes the brain ; 

And woods ring with joyous madness. 
To each merry warblers strain. 

Far down the quiet vale is sleeping, 
Guarded by green-wooded hills. 

Where is heard the lamkins bleating, 
And the sky-lark's joyous thrills. 

Here beneath the oak tree lying, 
Far from city's jaring tongue; 

Round about are song birds flying. 
While I dream and weave my song. 
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Blest release from scenes of labor, — 
Heavenly calmness round about, — 

Wild deers are my nearest neignbor, 
Or the speckled leaping trout. 

While out doors I health am drinking, 
From each passing western breeze ; 

The only sound, — the high-hole clinking 
At the bark upon the trees. 

Nature is her charms revealing, — 
Mountains, rivers, woods and lake ; 

These, give joy to every feeling. 
When we noisy toil forsake. 

Swift the brooklet madly dashes. 

With its rough and foaming tide ; 
And in crystal spray it splashes 

Flowery banks on either side. 

Revelling thus in relaxation, 

For our muscle, brawn and bone, — 
Freed from city's sore vexations. 

Now life takes a healthier tone. 

Surely this is true Elysian, — 

This too, is the only place, 
Where Nature is the true physician, 

Bringing health to pallid face. 
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Summer's o'er, I'll have to hustle, 
*Mid the city's bales and books, 

Either with my brain or muscle, 
Far from dales and sylvan nooks. 

Memory keeps in recollection 

Scenes, which did such pleasure yipld. 
Like a burst of bright reflection, 

When it lights a far off field. 

Dream of clear, cool summer's morning, - 
Sun-kissed hills with all their charms ; 

Hear chanticleer's note of warning, 
Echoing from the distant farms. 

From these summer joys I gather. 
Sinews strong, and cheeks of brown ; 

Tanned with wind and sunny weather, 
For the working days in town. 
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COSMOPOLITAN MAGAZINE, 

Read at the FRANKLIN FESTIVAL, 
GIVEN BY JOHN B. WALKER, 

TO HIS EMPLOYEES 

AT IRVINGTON ON THE HUDSON. 

1895. 

Hail I noble followers of Faust, 
List, while I read my humble verse, — 

Our daily influence is vast, 

Extending through the universe. 

Bright brother typos of the craft, 

Whose works are sought by rich and poor; 
From it have kings and cobblers quaffed, 

And bowed submissive to its power. 

Within the matrix' cunning cell 

Are born those fonts that please the eyes ; 
And our Art Printers now can tell. 

The value of these modern dies. 

We see them in the newest page. 

Of Quarto and Duodecimo, 
On which the sinner and the saint, 

Their dollars and their dimes bestow. 
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Though large our fount of Capital^ 
And script and stock in every bank ; 

With drawers of quoin, both great and small, 
As millionnaires we seldom rank. 

Side-notes we often deem a prize, — 
A three month's note we scan with doubt ; 

When notes of admiration rise, 
Why then, we merrily drive out 

Like happy school-boys just let loose. 
With our Great Primer's bold display ; 

The way in which we English use. 
Causes the domine dismay. 

And Saxon, Celt, and Gothic grand, 
And Hebrew old, and Porson Greek, 

We handle with a smile so bland, 
Twould baffle college Don to speak. 

Our case is hard from A to Z, — 

Our daily fare is often pie, — 
And frequent out of sorts are we, 

When giving brightest truths the lye. 

With Monks and Friars shaved or shorn. 

We printers have a daily fight, 
They cast a slur on many a form. 

In which we take the most delight. 

248 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

The starry dome we cannot read, 
Yet we have handled many a star; 

We are not lawyers learned to plead, 
And yet we've practiced at the dar. 

When we have entered in a cAase 

How oft have crosses barred our speed: 

Wedged in a narrow iron-bound space, 
Omx form's been locked and sent to bed. 

We can with our composing-stick. 
All tunes to any measure set\ 

The rhythmic music and the click 
Of gathering lines pays all our debt. 

Yea, we can use ^pair of fists. 
And double daggers when we choose ; 

No midnight burglar long resists, 
When our good shooting-sticks we use. 

To err is human, who can doubt. 
We over-run our loss to gain ; 

We've made a double or an out. 
Mistakes in which there's little gain. 

'*My stars!" I heard a girl exclaim. 
Printers are curious men and rude, 

They use embraces without shame, 
And cut a dash, like any dude. 

249 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

Though cranks may cavil at our art, 

We over all superior rise, 
Some sweet good fairy takes our part, 

And our foul proof will clean revise. 

Are we not more than common men ? 

Are we not scions of high degree? 
Look o'er our country wide, and then 

Look on this goodly company. 

What need in eulogistic strains, 

The typo's fame and merit to reherse, — 
The mysteries of our art explain, 

In halting, weak iambic verse ? 

A truce to all my technique words, 
Of double meaning, jest or fun, 

They're effervescent, but afford 
A passing theme for mirth and pun. 

Should war or treason touch our land. 
We'd bodkins seize and shooting- sticks; 

Set up our bold French Cannon, and 
Batter our Broadsides o'er their bricks. 

Why can such contradictions be, 
Of those who hold such priceless store 

Of Diamonds, gems and fillagree. 
Pearls and Emeralds by the score ? 
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Well, let the world say what it may, 
Of good or bad within its ken ; 

Printers can make a grand display. 
Are they not paragons of men ? 

When Faust first lit fair learning's torch, 
Its struggling rays were dim and faint, 

Through persecutions of the church, 
And kingly craft, and bigot saint. 

But now, no power of priests or kings, 
The progress of the Press can stay, 

Its music o'er the wide world rings. 
To usher in a happier day. 

Philosophy progressive leads. 
And Science like a new-born star, 

Makes faith of work, not mythic creeds, 
Whose blighting mildews progress mar. 

To every distant land is borne, 

The tones of freedom's Printing Press, 

To issue in that longed for morn, — 
Breaking the chains that men oppress. 

When King and Sultan and the Shah, 
Shall from imperial power be hurled. 

Then, Freedom, Liberty and Law, 
Will soon regenerate the world. 
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The rapid birr of many wheels, — 
The lightning speed of flying sheets, 

On which is stamped the enduring seal, 
As history's daily pulses beat, 

Throbbing from every town and glen, 

From high and low, the clown and king ; 

The interviewer's busy pen, 
Asmodeus-Iike, knows everything. 

The trembling wires from chemic cells, 
With ocean's cables play their part ; 

The Phonograph its story tells, — 
All feed and minister our Art. 

And superstition's silly hords 
Of ignorance are growing less ; 

The pen now supersedes the sword,[ — 
The modern monarch is the press. 

Behold the daily feast of news 

That's spread as sunshine round our path. 
With themes all clans and creeds may choose, 

To please their fancy or their faith, 

There's Little, stands in Astor Place, 
And cultivates his well earned fame ; 

We like to see his handsome face. 
But honor more his busy brain. 

252 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

We bow before the Century Plant, 
Its art and beauties all admire ; 

E'en I in this spasmodic chant, 

Pipe my poor song with feeble lyre. 

There's none its wondroiis work can view, 
From pictures to the printed line, 

But must give merit its just due, — 
The work before them is Dbvine. 

Sound the fair syllable both ways 

To please the ear ; De Vinne or Dbvine ; 

He's like the sun, whose glorious rays 
Enable lesser satellites to shine. 

See, Harper's bubbles freshly blown 
From charming Curtis' Easy Chair ; 

While Howell, with impartial tone, 
Smites right and left and does not spare. 

The Ocean Monthly, next we hail, 
With cultivated culture crammed ; 

The modern Athen's oracle, — 

Read and admire, or else be damned I 

Although the youngest of the race, 
Fair Soribner, with a fresher tongue, 

Attention claims for art and grace, 
And tale and travel, sketch and song. 
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While like a meteor of the sky, 

Or herald of a nobler band, 
The North Review goes stately by, 

The boldest speaker in the land. 

Hark I how the Herald's notes proclaim, 
The news from every distant shore, 

Of ships on every heaving main, 
From southern seas to Labrador. 

The Hindoo reads the heathen Herald^ 
So does the frozen Esquimau; 

And millions read the wordy Worlds 
From pole to Patagonia. 

Its columns filled with every sort, — 
The good, the bad, of strife and stir, 

All jumbled in its vast retort, — 
The gambler and philosopher. 

The morning JournaVs like to swoon, 
Its yellow page has sickly hue ; 

Like Sisyphus its awful Hill 
Overwhelms the Democratic crew. 

The Morning Sun *' that shines for all, " 
The wise, the just, the honest read ; 

Condensed and fair for great and small, 
"If in the Sun, it's so," indeed, 
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The Honolulu planter reads 

The latest game the giants won : 

While Zulu in his hut of reeds 
Scans some bright story in the Sun. 

Ben Franklin every now and then, 
Watches yon pile of sculptured stone; 

Remembers Raymond's gifted pen 

Which gave The Times such brilliant tone. 

While like a beacon of the north. 
Above the clouds of din and dust, 

Soars monument to Greely's worth, — 
The Tribune's councils still are just. 

The Advertiser's skillful pen, 

Vies with the Post, and Evening Press ; 
While money-bags with loud *' Amen, '* 

Can hire a Mail, and grand Express, 

My muse can claim where Cosmo/ stands, 
Are hills and dales, poetic scene ; 

E'en Rip Van Winkle wakes and scans 
The Cosmopolitan Magazine. 

And Catskill fairies stop their play, 

On moonlight nights when woods are 
green ; 

With keen delight and raptured gaze, 
They scan our pictured Magazine. 

«55 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

But here it stands a monument 
Of perseverance, pluck and skill ; 

A planet in the firmament, 
Its glory growing brighter still. 

Its name implies its ample scope, 

Nor shall it rest until are seen, 
Kings, Princes, Emperors and Pope, 

Reading this matchless Magazine. 

Where Hudson's noble river flows. 
To float the argossies of peace. 

From there our modern galleon goes, 
With literature, a golden fleece. 

No " Sleepy Hollow Dutchmen " here, 

But wide awake Americans, 
Who ** headless horsemen" do not fear, 

Or 'nightmares with their seven-fold bans.' 

To-night our modern Ichabods will lead 
Their sweet Katrina's through the dance ; 

Each graceful as a Gannymede, 
And rivaling the maids of France, 

The Cosmopolitan defines, 
A world wide vast dominion great, 

Bound by no geographic lines, 
That separate nation, tribe and state. 

256 



OF LEISURE HOURS. 

Then, let our last impressions here, 
Be a clean proof of work well done. 

And friends our memory will revere, 
With some fine carved Imposing- stone, 

A last request to one and all : — 
Join with your bard in three times three 

In thanks, for banquet, and for ball, 
To our good host and family. 

Friends, keep your kindly hearts composed, 
Your time no longer Pll transgress ; 

The copy's out the form's imposed^ 
And by Maokenzib sent to Press. 
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RECOLLECTIONS OF BANFF, 



MY NATIVK TOWN. 



Days of langsyne, whose memories shine, 

And brighten every coming day, 
As by-gone scenes before me gleam, 

With cheerful, hopeful, magic ray 
To them I cling, while still I sing 

A heart-felt and old-fashioned tune 
To Deveron's stream, that flows between 

The town of Banff and Hill o' Doon. 

Far up its breast, beyond the crest. 

In summer days Fve often strayed 
To groves of pine, where seldom shine 

The sunbeams in the tangled shade. 
When spring is seen in loveliest green. 

Fresh spreading o'er the yellow broom. 
And summer's breeze comes o'er the seas, 

I've clambered up the Hill o' Doon. 
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On Deveron's banks, with joyous pranks, 

Fve gamboled many a summer hour ; 
Or o'er the tide Td swiftly glide 

With lusty arms of youthful power. 
My foot invades the Autumn woods, 

Where ripening berries tempting hung ; 
And echoes sail from hill and vale 

In answer to my merry tongue. 



The green-clad bower, where hides the fawn, 

Beside yon castle's lordly view, 
There 'mid the flowers in sportive hours 

Tve bathed my face in morning dew ; 
Or 'mid the hills, where flows the rills — 

Down meand'ring thro' the grassy plain. 
On either side both deep and wide — 

Through ripening fields of waving grain. 



From Deveron's source, till past Duff House, 

The scenes of beauty there displayed 
Far, far. excell, all other dells 

Both north of Tay and south of Clyde, — 
From Isla's bridge past many a ridge. 

The purling river glides along. 
In words sublime the poets rhyme, 

Should sing of it a deathless song. 
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In wandering turns, had Robert Bubhs^ 

But left awhile the "Falls o' Clyde, " 
Its beauty rare, could not compare 

With those beheld on Deveron-side, 
On ** Habbie's How, " did Allan grow 

Ecstatic, in his song of praise, 
But then his muse ne er saw the views 

As those by Deveron's banks and braes I 



Its banks of green, with leafy screen, 

That waves in beauty to the breeze, 
And stately towers through storms and 
showers 

The lofty oakes and ashen trees. 
And perfumes sail o'er hill and dale. 

From hawthome hedges white with May, 
Round all the bends which Deveron wends. 

From Duff House up to Rothiemay I 



A sound, I hear, breaks on my ear. 

Amid the hum of busy life, 
And old and young the words have sung 

*'Long live the noble Earl of Fife, '' 
The welkin skies send back the cries, 

The river sings the happy tune ; 
And joyous birds repeat the words 

Along the bonny " Hill o' Doon. " 
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Dear native hills, sweet mountain rills, 

Bright rushing o'er thy craggy side, 
Through sylvan shade, and grove and glade, 

To join the Deveron*s gurgling tide 
I ne'er forget ; thy memory yet, 

Within my breast will fondly lie ; 
E'er from my heart these scenes depart, 

Its dearest links will pine and die. 



When I was young, no songs were sung 

That charmed me like the Doric lay ; 
No other land had scenes so grand. 

As those 1 gazed on every day. 
Now growing old, I'll ne'er behold 

Aught that is dearer to my heart ; 
And Scotia's trills my bosom fills, 

With joys that never will depart. 



When often I, half dreaming lie, 

I roam again the hills and field, 
As full of joy, as when a boy. 

To me they all their sweets did yield, 
On Fancy's wing, I float and sing. 

Of many a dear remembered face, 
Where Deveron sweeps, by proud Banff's 
streets, 

I still can trace their dwelling place. 
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To Fancy's eyes, these scenes arise, 

While musing here across the sea, 
The smiles and tears, of twice ten years, 

Have passed since I was reft from thee. 
But winter's snow, or summer's glow. 

Shall never wean thee from my love, 
Dear native town, and Hill o' Doon, 

Till summoned to the scenes above. 



Oh, days of yore, no, never more, 

Can I again the joys recall ; 
The solitudes of Alvah's woods, 

No more will echo to my call. 
Days of the past, my love will last, 

Until the icy hand of death 
Shall lay me low, but e'er I go, 

I'll bless thee with my latest breath. 

Cambridge, Mass., Dec. 25, 1868. 
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BANFF REVISITED. 

LiiNBS Written in Montooppkr Wood, 

Banff, on my return to my Native Town, 

after an absence of 27 years, 

May 17, 1874. 



MontcofFer ! 'mid thy wooded hills, 
The exile from across the main 

Forgets awhile earth's cankering ills, 
And breathes health-giving air again. 

Reclining on a mossy bank, 
I now, delighted, view each scene, 

Where youth its inspiration drank 
Of many a bright poetic dream. 

How swift the rolling year will glide. 
And worldy cares will leave their trace 

With May-dew from MontcofFer's side, 
1 11 bath the wrinkles from my face. 

I see my native mountains wild. 
Yon craggy linn, and Alvah's glen ; 

And the glad free spirit of a child 
Comes back once more to me again. 
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I see the gowan-spangled lea, 
I see each purple heather hill, — 

The haunts of birds and honey-bee : 
I loved them once, I love them still. 

I see my much loved Deveron flow, 
Its peaceful currents onward pour 

To mingle with the flood below. 
And join the ocean's ceaseless roar. 

I hear the gaudy peacock scream, 
Round Dufif House in its shaded grove ; 

And cushats in their leafy screen, 
In cooing notes proclaim their love. 

And Skinner's ancient wood of fir, — 
The " WhinhilPs" golden broom I see; 

From there I've heard the partridge whirr 
In safety flights to Tipperty. 

The laverock singing in the sky ; 

The mavis singing in the grove ; 
The black-bird's ringing melody 

All speak of universal love. 

There's happy life in bush and brake. 
The sunny earth is full of joy. 

And now long buried memories wake ; 
I feel I am again a boy. 
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Sweet Hill o' Doon, thy whin-clad braes 
Are dearer to my heart and eyes 

Than where the rich Savannahs raise 
Broad palm leaves to the tropic skies. 

Where Mississippi's currents roll, 
Where vast Niagara's torrents roar ; 

No scene my eyes could e'er behold 
Like those by Deveron's flower-decked 
shore. 

But where are all my playmates gone ? 

Not one among the busy throng 
Whose voices joined, and bright eyes shone 
' In childhood's joyous mirth and song. 

Whose footsteps with my own have trod 
O'er many a bank and flowery lea, 

Awakening from their dark abode 
The butterfly and honey bee. 

Now to my call they come no more ! 

In vain I cry across the wave I 
Alas 1 no hand unlocks the door 

That bars the portals of the grave. 

Backward I look ; how like a dream 
The vanished past to me appears, 

How swiftly Time's insidious stream 
Has rolled o'er seven-and-twenty years ! 
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And joy and grief have both been mine, 
' Of toil and care I've bom my load ; 
Yet o'er my path warm sunbeams shine, 
Bright with the blessings of our God. 

Oh ! would that she were with me here, 
The partner of my life and joy ; 

For all these scenes she loves as dear 
As doth her own loved Scottish boy. 

Farewell, farewell ! land of my birth, 
I soon shall breathe my last adieu : 

Yon sun shall cease to cheer the earth 
Ere I forget to think of you. 

With faith, still strong and deep, in Him 
Who watches e'en the sparrow's fall, 

I'll face the future dark and dim, 

And trust the Hand that cares for all. 
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A DREAM OF BANFF. 



Thx exile, far across the sea, 

Amid the busy haunts of men, 
In Fancy oft revisits thee, 

The woods and fields, each hill and glen, 

Each gowaned holm, each fairy nook. 
Each stream and grove, each vale and lea, 

Were dearer far than school and book 
When boyhood's steps were fancy free. 

Montcoflfer, on thy wooded hill, 
Here let me rest and feast my gaze 

On mount and river, wood and rill — 
The haunts of boyhood's happy days. 

On Deveron*s banks are stately trees, 
And wild flowers bloom on every side ; 

The song of birds, and hum of bees, 
Join with the gurgling of the tide. 
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The fresh'ning breezes from the sea 
Waft over whin-clad Hill o' Doon, 

And birds and butterflies and bees 
Bask in the warmth of sunny June. 

The cushat's note from distant grove 
Comes floating on the tranquil air, 

And in the blue sky far above 
The lav'rock sings his anthem rare. 

The Brig o' Banff that spans the stream,— 
The Bar that breaks the ocean's wave, 

And Duflf House, where the peacock's scream 
Wakes the old echoes from their grave. 

The Kirk — the schoolhouse on the hill — 
The Castle towering o'er the bay — 

The caw of rooks both loud and shrill 
Mingles with murmurs of the day. 

And Painted Effie's gowaned braes 
Are sweet and fair and verdant green ; 

And on the links are still the plays 
Of fair contestants to be seen. 

And still the Whin Hill on the slope 
Wears its spring robe of yellow bloom, 

'Twas here the wild flowers first did ope 
Their petals breathing mild perfume. 
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And Skinner's Woods with music ring 
Through all the long warm summer days, 

And mavis, finch, and linnets sing 
Their sweet, old-fashioned roundelays. 

I hear the linn its strophe sing — 
I see the plaintain green and fair — 

I see the lap-wing's dappled wing 
Encircling round me in the air. 

I see the heather purple hill — 

I breathe the breath of woodland rose — 
I hear the music of the rill 

As onward murmuring it flows. 

And Deveron's waters as they glide 
Wake hallowed memories of langsyne, 

And start the tear I would not hide 

O'er boyhood's joys that once were mine. 

The craggy sides where Alvah's arch 
Spans the unfathomed depths below ; 

Where oak and elm and graceful larch 
And geans and bramble-berries grow. 

'Neath Alvah's bridge the water glides 
'Tween flowering banks of verdure green, 

And where her nest the wild fowl hides 
Safe hidden 'neath the leafy screen. 
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I'he banks, the woods, the glens, the braes. 
The dark blue sea, and verdant field, 

The mavis' song, the laverocks' lays — 
To me their secrets were revealed. 

I see the Guards on Battery Green ; 

I see the fishing boats at sea, 
As evening's darkening shadows screen 

Their length'ning nets that float alee ; 

The Strait Path, where we used to slide 
When winter's frost and snow prevailed ; 

The Plainstones, where we marbles played — 
Rejoiced at gain, or loss bewailed. 

I walk each well remembered street, 
And eager scan each passing face : 

Alas I there's not a smile to greet 
The stranger in his native place. 

How oft I fly in Fancy's dream, 

From sordid cares of busy life. 
To spend an hour by Deveron's stream. 

And woods and flowery groves of Fife. 

Here would I wish to spend my days, 
Where Deveron's waters gurgling croon. 

Past flowery banks and sunny bays, 
And bonny, wind-swept Hill o' Doon. 
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In death's dark gloom, come when it may, 
In fond remembrance I will keep 

The scenes of boyhood's happy day, 
Until I sleep eternal sleep. 

Brooklyn, N. Y. April aoth, 1901. 
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MUSINGS AT MOUNT HOOD. 

DURINO A RB8IDEN0B IN HOOD RlYBB VaLLET, 
Obboon, 1876. 



I. 

I'm sick at heart of worldly strife, — 

The wrong, the cheating and deceit ; 
I fly to seek more peaceful life 

In nature's solemn, wild retreat, 
Where neither rumble roar nor din. 

Can mar the peaceful solitude, 
Where musing sings the roaring linn 

That flows from icy cold Mt Hood. 

II. 
Here the primeval forests crown 

The pine-clad hill with hoary trees ; 
Tis safer here than crowded town, 

Where still lurks sickness and disease. 
Here I can roam exempt from fear, — 

Here can no foreign foe intrude ; 
The passing sounds that greet the ear, 

Are Chinook breezes from Mount Hood. 
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III. 
I list to hear the water splash, 

The flutter of the mountain grouse, 
The noisy whirr and merry dash, 

Of squirrils in their wild carouse ; 
Here I can labor if I choose, 

Or lie in edge of sunny wood, — 
Give rein to my erratic muse, — 

Watch sun and shadow on Mount Hood. 

IV. 

The brooklet babbles over stones, — 

From primal woods it ripples out ; 
The aged, hoary, redwood groans. 

Startling the wary speckled trout. 
Around the green hill's towering heights 

The dun deer rears her tender brood; 
And rainbows flash their colored lights 

Round glazial summit of Mount Hood. 

V. 

Then come with me through balsam groves. 

Where nature all her powers displays, — 
On every breeze a fragrance moves, 

And unexhausted fountains play. 
The nectar which the red men drinks — 

The sparkling beverage of the wood, 
Falls from the mountain's icy brink, 

In crystal tides down from Mount Hood. 
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VI. 

In forests deep, just for a day, 

We'll hunt the satyr to his den, 
And watch old Pan his organ play, 

Deep in some mystic hidden glen. 
Here we can quafif life's primal wine, 

By dew and showers each day renewed. 
While glistening sunbeams dancing shine, 

Distilling nectar from Mount Hood. 

VII. 

The wild flowers blossom at my feet, — 

The wild birds sing above my head ; 
Each day the morning sun I greet. 

At eve the stars light me to bed ; 
Around the evening hearth we join 

The children in their jocund mood, 
And feast on rosy apples prime 

That grow in shadow of Mount Hood. 

VIII. 

I eat and drink, — dress as I please, 

I come and go unfettered, free, 
For now Fm bound to take my ease, 

And taste unlicensed liberty. 
I watch across the Cascade range, 

The cum'lous clouds by wind pursued. 
Their ever shifting colors change. 

And break in mist on dark Mount Hood. 
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IX. 

So stroll with me 'mongst beasts and birds, 

And granite rocks as old as time, 
Where nature's song without the words, — 

And melody without the rhyme 
Are writ on everlasting hills, 

And in remotest solitude, 
Are singing amid a thousand rills, 

That foaming flow from high Mount Hood. 

X. 

What's the dull theme the parsons preach? 

What is the bookman's learning worth ? 
The rocks and mountains better teach 

The lesson of creation's birth ; 
The scientist needs no book nor bells, — 

Nature by him is understood, 
He knows why fiery heart still dwells 

'Neath icy summit of Mount Hood. 

XI. 

And so, I love to gaze and guess, 

How long did evolution's throes, 
The great Columbia's currents press 

Through Cascade to Pacific's shores ? 
'Tis here, Columbia's mighty tide 

Impetuous pours tumultous flood 
Down from the rock-ribbed great divide. 

Past lofty, snow-capped, old Mount Hood. 
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XII. 

Arou!i«l the hickory log we sit, 

And watch the fire-log's dancing glow, 
As o'er the wall the shadows flit 

With shine and shades fantastic show; 
We play our ^ames, and tell our tales, 

While brightly burns the crackling wood ; 
Without, the storm comes down the vales. 

From dark and hoary lone Mount Hood. 

ZIII. 

And now we hear the coyote's bark, — 

Then from the barn the low of kine; 
In pauses of the storm, we hark. 

And hear the honest watch-dog's whine ; 
In such an elemental war, 

The brook pours down in raging flood, 
A furious torrent naught can bar, 

Its headlong passage from Mount Hood. 

XIV, 

Let roar the storm, and rage without, 

Till Boreas bursts his leathern bags , 
Let all the fiends of fury shout, 

And all the witchery withered hags ; 
My healthy children shout and play, 

No cares to mar their happy mood, 
As pleasant passes day by day. 

Beneath the shadow of Mount Hood. 
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XV. 

With free elastic steps I've trod 

The virgin soil of prairie land, 
Where ploughshares never turned the sod, 

Nor Ceres waved her golden hand. 
With nerves in tune, and spirits high, 

Here I can feel my life renewed. 
Grow strong of limb, and clear of eye, 

Rambling round lofty old Mount Hood. 

/ XVI. 

Here spreading oaks, and towering elms, 

The peaceful, smiling vales adorn ; 
And singing birds the air o'erwhelm, — 

And wildflowers ope to greet the morn. 
Majestic and forever young, 

Swift rolls the Oregonian flood. 
And singing with a mystic tongue, 

Its varying music to Mount Hood. 

XVII. 

Here milder skies, and balmier air. 

And fleecier clouds in splendor ride, 
And balsam breathing breezes blow, 

From snow-capped Sierra s pine-clad side. 
Balsamic winds each valley kiss, — 

By each' is fair Pomonia wooed, 
And perfect peace, and perfect bliss. 

Dwell 'neath the white brow of Mt. Hood. 
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XVIII, 

Mt Rainier to Mt Adams smiles, — 

Mt Shasta nods to lone Mt Hood, 
And through the mountain's deep defiles, 

Down pours the everlasting flood, 
Where vast Columbia's currents flow, — 

Where rolls Pacific's heaving flood, — 
Where Oregon ian pine trees grow, 

Around the foot-hills of Mount Hood. 

zix. 
Here far from fashion's rules and laws, 

From vain intrigue and worldly strife, 
I envy not the crowd s applause, 

I live a happy peaceful life. 
There's health in every wind that blows, 

I feel it tingling in my blood ; 
On brow and cheek the signal glows, 

With every breath blown from Mt. Hood. 

xz. 

Mount Adams from its mossy tarn, 

Looks over valleys passing fair; 
Salutes Mount Hood who in return, 

Acknowledges with icy stare ; 
No cause for quarrel can be seen, — 

Their dignity is understood. 
And woods and waters lie between 

Mt. Adams and the proud Mount Hood. 
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XXI. 

The billowy hills that rolling wide 

Reach Walla Walla's prairie land, 
Where nature with a lavish pride, 

Abundance showers with liberal hand. 
Dalles sitting 'mid metamorphic rocks, 

Nestling below Cellillo's flood, 
Has often felt the earthquake shocks, 

Swelling from fire heart of Mount Hood. 

XXII. 

A year of perfect peace and rest, — 

A year of innocent content. 
When worldy cares did not molest 

With longings and with discontent ; 
When health and joy to me and mine, 

Ran throbbing thro' our joyous blood 
From breezes blown through rain and shine. 

From dear health-giving high Mt Hood. 
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JULY DAYS AT SANDS POINT. 

Sans Parhel House, Sand Point, 
Long Island. July, 1902. 



Day dawns on hills of purple mist, — 
Faint stars thro' fleecy clouds are seen ; 

Slow fading in the cloudy rifts, 

The waning moon peeps thro' between. 

There's dewy freshness in the air, — 
A woody odor in the trees, — 

And scent of wild flowers everywhere. 
Comes on the wings of gentle breeze. 

Fragrant forerunners of the dawn 
Swing perfumed censors to the sun ; 

The crimson clover on the lawn. 
In worship bows to day begun. 

And uneventful days come round, — 
The air is tremulous with joy, — 

The melodies of birds resound 
With varied songs that never cloy. 
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The golden thrush in darkest shade, 
Pipes matchless and melodious song, 

He starts the morning serenade, 
And leads the choral throng. 

The jay finch with his spondees joins 
The linnet's sweet amphribrach lay ; 

The robin with iambic lines, 
Closes the concert of the day. 

A summer sea, — a summer shore, — 
A summer wind that scarcely stirs 

A ripple from the boatman's oar. 
Or moves the needles of the fir. 

A hazy mist on distant hills, — 
Beneath the oaks a cool retreat, 

Where hums the murmur of the rills 
Shaded from July's fervent heat. 

The wavelets croon incessant song. 
Through ebb and flow of every tide. 

And summer loungers loll along 
The shell strewn margin far and wide. 

The angler with his baited hooks 
Bobs for the nibblers of the deep ; 

And maids in hammocks con their books. 
And dream and dose and sleep. 
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And I with toil-worn feet and hands, 
From labor's laws take sweet relief; 

Free from prosaic trade commands, 
I commune with the flower and leaf. 

I listen to the pipe of Pan, — 
I watch the honey laden bees, 

And wonder how the spiders can 
Weave geometric net in trees. 

I gather flowers with childish glee, — 
Those gypsy children of the wood, 

Who from man's care can flourish free 
In mead and grove and solitude. 

Nor are my wild companions mute, — 
Those woody warblers of the grove. 

Will oft my passage-way dispute. 

When near their care-built nest of love. 

The cat-bird sounds his feline mew, — 
The squirrels chatter overhead, — 

The morning-dove on highest bough, 
Alarm will give where'er I tread. 

And day by day I sit and watch. 

The yachts of fashion's wealthy crew. 

In rival contest, — friendly match, — 
Propelled by swift Archmedian screw. 
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The sun sets in a golden bed, — 

Tinging the west with varying dyes, 

And from the crescent moon o'erhead 
A silvery path on ocean lies. 

The lighthouse with Cyclopean eye, 
Illumes Plutonion brow of night; 

And guides the vessels passing by, 
To safety havens in their flight. 

The bull-frog blows his bass bassoon, — 
The cricket sounds its shrilling note, — 

The honest watch-dog bays the moon, — 
And fire^flies in the bushes float. 

These rural sights and rural sounds, 
Daily delight sojourners* ears : 

The distant caw of rook resounds, 
With lusty crow of chanticleer. 

This paradise of sea and shore, 

Where wood and water minghng meet 
With sun and shade can strength restore. 

To those who fly from city streets. 

A month of happy halcyon days, 
Of sunshine and of song of birds ; 

The tune the heart of nature plays. 
Earth, air and sky and sea affords. 
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TO JOHN LANGDON HOUGH. 

ACOKNOWLEDGINQ A LOAD OF FIREWOOD. 

December i, 1902. 



The wintry wind blows loud and chill, — 
The breath of frost is in the air, 

And on the bleak and distant hill 
The trees stand shivering lone and bare. 

The brooklet sings a doleful tune, 

As o'er the rocky bed it flows ; 
But what care I, if frost comes soon ? 

By fire-wood's glow 111 toast my toes. 

Reposing in my old arm-chair, 

I watch the angry wind that blows ; 

While by the wood fires blazing glare 
I smoke my pipe and toast my toes. 

And laugh to scorn the wintry blast 
That whistles round the chimney eaves; 

And watch pedestrians hurrying past, 
With muffled hands locked in their sieves. 
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Even my dog before the grate, 

Lies dreaming in his careless ease, 

And starts, and cocks his ears elate 

Thinking he's hunting through the trees. 

Now ** Chief ' and I can rest our souls, 
Nor care how cold the weather blows, 

Nor heed the strife and strike of coals 
While warm the blazing fire-log glows. 

The imprisoned spirit of the wood, 
Is freed from long confined abode, 

Where once in sacred groves it stood, 
The shrine of many a Druid god. 

1 know not whence the fire-wood came, 
That in my grate gives cheerful glow ; 

Whether from Maine, where hardy game, 
Defies the winter's frost and snow ; 

Or from fair Georgia's singing groves. 
Where grows the orange, palm and pine. 

And where the dun deer freely roves, 
From hunters shot or greyhound's whine. 

Where birds of gayest plumage sing. 
And butterflies and insects rare, 

Are fluttering past on gauzy wing, 
Through sweet magnolia scented air. 
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Or comes it from those forests vast, 
That crown the Appalachain hills, 

Where the old tar-heel's lot is cast, 
'Mid whiskey and 'mid rosin stills ? 

And then my Fancy takes its flight 
To Memphramagog hemlock lined, 

Where Caribou and Moose delight 
To roam through forests unconfined. 

Anon, I watch the glow and gleam 
That shifting shines with changing shades; 

I close my eyes, and then I dream 
Of sunny green-gowned everglades. 

Where moss hung oaks above the tide. 
And huge salurian monsters lie ; 

And gold and silver fishes glide, 

And dolphins with their peacock dye. 

No matter whence or where it came, 
It gives me warmth and cheerful glow ; 

I sit and watch the ruddy flame, 

Nor care how wintry winds may blow. 

While roars the elemental strife, 

And snow-white blust'ring blizzard blows; 
We live a happy peaceful life. 

And smoke our pipe, and toast our toes. 
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Now let the storm-king do his worst, 
With snow and hail and chilling fogs, 

And winter send his hardest frost. 
We'll burn the rich fat rosin logs. 
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ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING. 



With bright poetic glories lit, 
Before me lies your hymn of praise ; 
And unto thee my fancies flit, 
To sit with thee beside the blaze, — 

Partake with thee of all the cheer 
That comes from flaming Yule-logs gleam; 
And there, without the thought of fear, 
Repose : and scorn life's fitful dream. 

'*Methinks thou dost protest too much?" 
Burnt offerings are but shallow things , 
And fancies fair in fire-light's glow, 
Depart, anon, on ashen wings. 

The pipe's sweet fumes too oft are bom 
The dreams of life to flaunt and flout 
The castle's built ; the hoard is piled ; 
And then, — your dear old pipe goes out. 
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The glowing coals which once did light 
The pathway to the poet's goal, 
No more do gleam like jewels bright, 
To gladden all thy life and soul. 

So take unto thyself all warmth 
Which my poor gift to thee may bring ; 
My recompense, — the noble thoughts 
Which caused thy heavenly muse to sing. 

John Langdon Hough. 
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*• POETS AND POBTRY OF SCOTLAND,'' 

LiNXS BBAD nr BXBPOKSB TO THE TOAST, 

▲T THE AHHUAL BAKQUET OF THE ILLINOIS 8T. 

AJIDRBW'S SOdSTT, AT THE TREMONT HOUBE, 

Chioaqo, Not., 80th, 1880. 



Oi«D SooTU^B songs — prolific theme, 
Extending o'er a thousand years, 

Since Obbian sang of vale and stream, 
And mountains bathed in misty tears, — 

And gallant deeds of Highlandmen, 
The heirs of freedom — sons of kings, 

Whose history hallows every glen. 
Of which ilk bard delighted sings. 

Land where the loud Atlantic raves 
Its thunder through each highland glen, 

And where the broom and heather waves, — 
This is the home of Scottishmen 1 

As wild Kintyre, whose rugged rocks 
Dash back in mist the foaming spray. 

As bleak Ben Nevis stands the shocks. 
Of storms upon his summit gray I 
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So Wallace, with his trusty band, 
At Sterling Bridge held foes at bay, 

And, like Leontoas the grand, 
He made a Scotch Thermopylae. 

Where hearts are brave fear never dwells. 
Vigor does still in Scotland ring, 

And every year her story tells, — 
A thousand bards her glory sing. 

Worth, is the keystone of the arch, 
From which our sons their glory take. 

Makes poets sing and heroes march, 
''For dear auld mither Scotland's sake." 

Dear mother of the nameless bards. 
Whose shadowy forms my muse recalls ; 

Thy sons, mind-mighty win rewards. 
In art, and arms, and senate-halls. 

When war's wild blasts our lands awake, 
A thousand stirring scenes return 

Of those who fought for freedom's sake, 
From Waterloo to Bannockburn. 

A nation venerates their grave. 
The poet's songs their story tell ; 

How valiant Bruoe his land did save. 
And how the noble Wallace fell. 
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The musea from tradition's tongue, 
First gave our land our minstrelsy, 

And all her deeds of valor sung, 
By mountain, loch, and flowery lea. 

Now, change the present to the past, 
The bonny broom "O' Cowden Knows," 

Has youthful glamour o'er it cast. 

By well remembered holms and hows. 

Auld Scotia's songs I who does not love 
Thy native wood-notes wild and clear. 

That charm alike the hall and grove. 
The saint, the sage, the youth, the seer? 

Of Scottish songs, the higher range 
Can rouse our passions fierce and wild ; 

With lower note the mood can change 
To tenderest feelings of a child. 

As half asleep I dreaming lay, 

I thought I trod old Scotia's shore. 

And roamed o'er many a bank and brae. 
By foaming linns whose waters roar. 

And as my eyes around were cast 
O'er hill and vale and gowaned lea, 

A vision grand before me passed, — 
The bards of Scotland's minstrelsy. 
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With noiseless steps they onward pass, 
Those genius-gifted, good and brave, 

Eternal silence reigned : Alas ! 
We cannot probe their silent grave. 

In this procession moved along 
The ancestral ranks of noble bards, 

With women famed in love and song, 
Men, brave alike in war and words. 

Beholding all this stately race. 

Lit with a radiance great and grand. 

The centuries dim not, nor efface 
Their glory nor their native land. 

First OssiAN, and his harp of gold. 
With Colbia's daughter by his side, 

Who sang the songs the poet told 
Of FingaPs deeds on land and tide. 

James onward passed, the poet king ; 
• The Lady Jane was with him there, 
And sweet the songs I heard them sing, 
From that old tome, the good ** King's 
Quhair. " 

Comes now a band, dim, indistinct. 
Whose names live on no graven stone ; 

But yet their art in music links 
Those distant ages to our own. 
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In mist-like wreaths they glide from sight. 
The high and low, the rich and grand, 

The king, the cobbler and the wight. 
And jolly tinkers of the land. 

Then came the Marquis of Montbosb ; 

Love gave his lyre undying tone : — 
There Lady Gbizzkl Balldb goes 

With her " Orpheus of Caledon, " 

No more the gentle Crawford sighs 
With love, or passion, or despair ; 

He's won the lass with bonny eyes, — 
He wooed "'neath bush aboon Traquair," 

Sir Eluot of **Amynta" sang, 

And Blacklook, **Lady Margaret*' fair; 
From Mrs. Hunter forth there rang, 

*' My mother bids me bind my hair. " 

Maoiteil, the gallant shepherd-lad, 
By "Castle Cary" wandering strayed; 

He met his ** wee thing" wae and sad. 
And wrapped her in his highland plaid. 

Of Flodden field Miss Eluot sang — 
That day * 'o' dule the heart did harrow; " 

And Logan's harp its wild notes rang 

" For lad and lass drowned in the Yarrow." 
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Methinks I see a stately form, 
In shepherd plaid and hooden-gray ; 

His haffits looking thin and worn, 
But Allan's heart was blithe and gay. 

The misty forms around me now, 
Of Patties and of Peggies gay : — 

The lovers twain from "Habbie's How, " 
And '*Betsie Bell" and "Mary Gray. *' 

With ** Collier's bonnie lass and Will," 
On banks o' Clyde ne'er dwelt their 
marrow. 

Except, **The lass o' Pattie's Mill" 

'* Or Mary Scot, the flower o' Yarrow. " 

**And this is no my ain house, '* friend, 
Where wild Strathbogie's waters roar : 

**My ain fireside " I will defend , 
**Get up Gudeman an' bar the door." 

The gallant Grahame marches past. 
His arm encircling "Barbara Allan;" 

Earl Cromleus, Hellen has at last, 
From every lying treacherous callan. 

On saddest page of Scottish life 

We fain oblivion's cloak would draw ; 

O'er that ensanguined field of strife, 
Where ** Forest flowers were wede awa*. 
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Ye spirits of the mighty dead, 
Who faithful to your prince did cling, 

And for your gallant Stuart bled, 
Your loyalty o'er the earth does ring 1 

From red Colloden's fatal page, — 
Where's now thy glory, brave Lochiel ? 

Yet each succeeding day and age 
Have felt the weight of Camsron^s steel. 

From dark CoUoden's fatal field, 

Her exiles, in a foreign land, 
Make foes unnumbered fain to yield, 

From sturdy blows of clansman's brand. 

And when receding from his sight, 
The blue hills on his native shore. 

His voice is borne on wings of night, — 
" I'll never see Lochaber more I " 

POLLOOK, and Beattib close behind. 
Young, with his ** Midnight Thoughts, " 
appears ; 

Montgomery's ** Voyages of the Mind, " 
Join Thomson's "Season's of the Year. " 

No sweeter tone of land or tongue 
Invoked the tender heavenly muse. 

Than Micklb, when he sweetly sang 
'There is nae luck about the house. " 
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A Scottish lass can love command 
In castle ha* or braes o' Balloch ; 

And give her love, her heart, and hand. 
Like " Roy's wife o' Aldevalloch. " 

And Annie Lindsay's sailor lad 
Among his locks the salt sea spray ; 

** Though Jamie lo'ed her weel, " she had 
To take the carl, ''auld Robin Gray." 

Now Jeffries glides with '* Bessie Gray, " 
And bonny •* Mary o' Argyle ; " 

But still the burden of his lay. 
Was the sweet ** Rose of Allandale," 

Since ** Gloomy winter's now awa', " 

Still Tannahill's heroic lays 
Sing boldly yet for Britain's law. 

On **Louden's bonny woods and braes." 

Then Semplb came wi' sprightly dame, 
I speered him what he ca'd her? 

He answered: "Scotland knows her name," 
** They ca'd her Maggie Lauder. " 

Fair Lady Nairn glides slowly past, 
Cockpen the laird is following on ; 

In '* Land o' Leal " they're all at rest, — 
There, every loyal heart has gone. 
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How brief his dawning genius shone, — 

Melted in tender strains awa' 
When NiOHOL, Scotland's youngest son. 

Sang, '^We are men and brethren a' I " 

And MoTHEBWKLi^ his journeying done. 
Who wandered many a weary way, 

Has found dear '* Jenny Morrison, " 
His boyhoods "love o' life's yotlng day." 

The ** Wizard OP THE North" appears, 
^is gallant host with spear and lance, — 

The high and low, the prince and peer, 
All hail the hero of romance I 

The haughty Marmion was there. 

With clansman true from bush and brake, 

And ** Ravens wood's Diana" fair, 
And the sweet "Lady of the Lake. " 

And marching on, with kingly mein, 

"Fitz James" and ** Lady Margaret" true; 

The faithful pleading "Jennie Dean'' — 
The Highland chieftian "Roderick Dhu." 

"My conscience I" now my eyes have seen 
The "Bailie, " and gay "Lochinvar;" 

"Argyle" and " Jock o' Hazeldean, " 
And wild and brave " Vich Ian Vohr I " 
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**Meg Merrilies, " from *' Ellen Go wan, " 
Screamed forth her warning note of woe ! 

And sweet Rebecca's dark eyes shone 
Beside the stately "Ivanhoe. " 

And still the noble crowd march on, 

A multitude I could not name ; 
Till **Cceur de Leon's" helmet shone. 

Beside the plume of gallant **Grahame." 

They came from Ettrick and from Tweed, 
From Logan and from Lugar's clatter ; 

Where bards did tune their Scottish reed 
By Dee and Don and Afton water. 

The plowman and the shepherd lad, — 
The mariners of Britain's weal ; 

With Campbell, pensive, pale and sad, — 
The wizard warning wild Lochiel 1 

From ** Linden's" war ensanguined snow — 
The "Baltic's " bellowing battle roar, 

I heard **Lord Ullin's" wail of woe. 
On deep "Lochgyle's" most fatal shore. 

From scenes of strife to scenes of peace 
His tuneful harp obeyed his hand, 

And ''Erin's exile's" wandering cease 
Where ''Stately homes of England stand. " 
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Who next with kingly head and brow 
Comes marching with the swelling throng. 

The holly wreath around his brow, 
Whom CouA crowned as king of song? 

Tis matchless Bxtbns whose genius shines 
**0'er a' the airts the wind can blaw. " 

His songs we in our hearts enshrine, 
"He is a credit to us a\ " 

While love the human heart doth cheer 
And gurgling Ayr still seaward flows, 

Montgomery's banks and braes shall hear 
The lover's sighs, the lover's vows. 

Maxwellton's bonnie banks and braes, 
Beneath the milk-white hawthorn tree, 

**I'll lay me doon, " the lover says. 
And for my ** Annie Laurie dee ! " 

Our songs he tuned to noble themes, — 
Their lovely thoughts our feeling warms ; 

Composed in fancy's richest dreams. 
Those matchless melodies of Bums. 

The beauties of our burns and braes. 
In countless songs unequaled shine ; 

And * * Highland Mary's " tender lays 
Shall live for aye with ** Auld lang syne. " 
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We melt with grief o'er scenes of woe, 
The strains of joy as quickly cheer us ; 

And '* Bonnie Charlie's'' ancient foe, 

For years to come will dread and fear us. 

Prince Charlie's name can summon up, 

A Jacobin in every Scot ; — 
Wi* "Rab and Allan" o'er their cup. 

When '* Willie brewed his peck o' maut." 

Most varied were the tales he told. 
Overflown with wit and fun most rare ; 

What richer tail could he unfold 
Than that of *'Tam o' Shanter's mare ? " 

His master hand touched every note 
That throbs within the human frame ; 

**From Maidenkirk to John o' Groat, " 
He followed Captain Grose's fame. 

The largeness of his heart embraced 
In love all things, both high and low, — 

The eagle on the mountain crest. 
The ''timorous field-mouse" in the snow. 

The "wounded hare" that crossed his path, 
And ** Maggie's hansel" New Year's morn; 

The "wee bird" cowering in the wrath 
Of winter's wild and bitter storm. 
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His cutting and his caustic pen, 

Keen mother wit and a* that 
Could scourge all self-conceited men 

With saUre's shafts and a* that 

How he could lash the ''unco gude, ^' 
In spite of state or churches ban 1 

How bravely by his friends he stood, 
No matter what his creed or clan. 

The birks of Aberfeldy hold 
Remembrance of the try sting-tree; 

Where love's impassioned tales were told, 
By banks and braes of Don and Dee. 

What strangest sight amid the thrang, 
Of all that great and goodly quoram, 

Was Skinner who both danced and sang, 
The reel and tune " o' Tullochgoram. " 

Here comes that wilfu', wakefu', wean 
'•Wee Willie Winkle" — noisy loon, 

Wi' roar and rattle, laugh and scream, 
Wi' his "iron jug, and iron spoon. " 

And Ballantinb wi's "bonnie bairn" 
A dreaming poet, young and fair ; 

In "ilkalowe" he can discern. 
Those stately "castles in the air. " 
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The gifted Smith, not long ago 

Ending ''Life's Drama" did expire; — 

Transfigured now he seems to glow, 
Like martyr in his shirt of fire ! " 

Aytoun, "with songs of chevaliers, " — 
Leiohton in tender verse does speak ; 

Bold BLAOEiBy who in spite of jeers, 
Prefers his Gaelic to his Greek! 

Black and Maodonald, gifted men. 
O'er Scottish seas in "white wings steer; " 

Asking each towering cloud-capped ben, 
"Where did you come from baby dear ? " 

And gentle Wilson, wandering came, 
From vast Columbia's forests dim ; 

And " Watty" with his wrathful dame 
Obedient now, is following him. 

At last my wond'rous dream brought forth, 
A noble form with God-like face ; 

The poet, critic, grand "Kit North, " 
Loomed up with radiant light and grace. 

While dreaming thus, the Scottish muse. 
On thought-quick wings my spirit bore, 

Where Orient flowers with tropic dews. 
Glittered upon the Ganges' shore. 
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The scene was changed, from old to new, 
From banks of Clyde, to Irrawaddy ; 

Where mosque and min'ret met my view, 
And bagpipes, kilt and Highland pladdie. 

And thro* the slumb'ring palm tree shade. 
On Bungalows the moonbeam plays ; 

And Scotia's pibroch sweetly played, 
Dear ''Logan's bonnie woods and braes.*' 

With wild, weird shriek the war-note died. 
Upon the silent midnight hour ; 

While turbaned, dusky forms I spied, 
Obedient bow to Albion's power. 

Again I hear the pibroch's sound. 
In Kyber's Pass and Bolan's Gorge ; 

While *' Up and war them a'" resounds, 
Beneath the red cross of St George. 

I saw the dear lass, Jessie Brown, 
Who all the seige of Lucknow braved ; 

Her quick ear caught the pibroch's sound — 
" Dinna' ye hear it ? We are saved ! " 

And OouN, bravest of the brave, 
Prompt at his sovereign's earnest call; 

Went forth the saviours to save. 

Within red Lucknow's leagured wall. 
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Southward I float with favouring gale, 
Where Britain's newest empire grows : 

"With wet sheet and with flowing sail, " 
Our gallant ship and "boatie rows. " 

In Melbourne's busy crowded mart, 
I see the trade that Rob Roy spurned ; 

Would not the bold Macgregor start, 
**To see his sons to weavers turned?" 

While paucky shepherds **ca' the yews" 
O'er vast Australians rolling plains, 

I hear beneath the gum tree's boughs. 
The **Kye comes hame," in tender strains. 

** My love is like the red red rose, " 
Floats on the Nova Scotian air ; 

And *'Afton Water's'' music flows 
Sweet as if sung on banks of Ayr. 

In every land beneath the sun, 
Where'er thy wandering children stray 

We hear the Doric tongue that won 
Our hearts, in tender home-like phrase. 

Again the shadowy scene was changed, 
Thought-quick, to those antipodes, 

Where sons of Scotia happier ranged 
Than treading Albion's broomy leas. 
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Here, red-skins of the forest dim, 
Forget awhile their savage ways ; 

Soul-charmed with Scotia's tender hymn. 
And matchless chord in all her lays. 

Lake Huron's waves so deep and cold, — 

Ontario's wild and stormy sea, 
Have heard the tales the exiles told, 

Of land of song and minstrelsy. 

Here, Mack greets Mack, with beaming eyes 
With cheerful looks and happier words ; 

Here, rights, his native land denies, 
Are not controled by feudal lords. 

For here, a man's a man, in spite 
Of titled power, or rotten kings ; 

And Burns' songs yield more delight. 
Because a happier freeman sings. 

The lonely hunter, who afar 

In trackless wilds of Hudson Bay, 

Sings of his home in Lochinvar, 
Or dear romantic, wild, Strathspey. 

The fisher on the stormy waves, 
Of Fundy Bay, or Brunswick's tide, 

Sings while the angry tempest raves 
** My ain fireside ! My ain fireside !" 
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And so, that same sweet strain is heard, 
*' From lands of snow to lands of sun ; " 

The witchery of the Doric word 
Is dear to every Caledon. 

Our songs, from Burns to Michael Bruob, 
In castle hall and cot are read ; 

Can any land such strains produce, 
As '* Scots wha hae wi' Wallace bled?" 

From high Dumbarton's towering rock, 
To spicy groves of rich Ceylon ; 

Each land, have songs of Scotia woke, 
Enraptured with their marvellous tone. 

The pibroch's grand unconquered strains, 
Have led our sons thro' many a fray, 

From old Quebec and Abraham's plains, 
To blood-stained heights of Albuera. 

While still perennial grows the pine, 
And heather purples Scotia's braes ; 

The war-notes of Clan Alpine's line. 
Ring in our latest minstrels' lays. 

And when man joins his fellow-man. 
Around the social festive board ; 

Forgot is creed, and sect and clan. 
When strains of ** Auld Lang syne" are 
heard. 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

Twas but a dream I've jotted down, 
It might refresh some toiling brother ; 

Upon the cairn Til cast my stone, 
In honor of our '* Auld Scotch Mother. " 

Our country's muse, I now must leave her. 
With all her rich and varied tone ; 

She crowns with gifts a Paisley weaver ! 
As often as a College Don. 

And ye who've wandered far away 

From scenes endeared by song and story ; 

Join with your bard, and let us say, — 
God bless our land, preserve her glory I 
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To MY GIFTED FRIEND Mr. CALAHAN, 
WHO SAW SUCH ARTISTIC BEAUTY AND HIGH ART 
IN WATER COLOR PICTURES OF COENTBS SLIP 
AND THE BOWERY BY MOONLIGHT. 



The subjoined lines are respectfully dedi- 
cated to our mutual friend, whose artistic 
soul I fear will only see commercial value 
in them. 

But you Mr. Editor, and I, and hundreds 
of other good fellows, can rest our heads on 
the breast of old mother nature, and hear 
the beating of her bounteous heart, and 
when her trembling fingers strike the lyre, 
no discordant notes jar our ever listening 
ear. We recognize her many and multitu- 
dinous tones, and her harp of a thousand 
strings is always in tune, to sound the deep 
bass of the winter's blast, or the gentle sigh- 
ing of the zephyrs in June. 

The trees bend down over us, and whisper 
strange rustlings, — we feel something living 
about them, the clouds pass across the sky, 
as thoughts pass through the mind ; we see 
the cold clear stars shine tranquilly, and gaze 
upon the awful wonder. Beyond lies the 
calm and shining lake, reflecting the azure 

309 



RANDOM RHYMES. 

hemisphere above ; while high over all is 
that brilliant burning orb the sun. Afar off 
our eyes catch glimses of the great ocean, 
whose never-ending voice falls and rises 
with ebb and flow, forever singing her un- 
translated hymn. 

But why dare I presume to criticise the 
outraged majesty of the laws of high art ? 
I who grovel amid green woods and babbl- 
ing brooks, — delighted alike by the song 
of a bird, or the sting of mosquito; and 
forsake the asthetic views of Coentes slip, 
and the scenery of an elevated station in 
the Bowery by moonlight 

I may admit that the mighty mass of 
beams and girders towering overhead, with 
all their utilitarian angularity posses a cer- 
tain awe and wonder by their stupendous 
magnitude, — with the continous rattle and 
roar of the iron horse, mingled with the dis- 
cordant babble of a hundred different tribes 
and tongues, while in and around that pan- 
demonium flit the children of sin, and the 
pariahs of society. My poetic ear is not 
attuned to the swash of the malodorous 
waters of Coentes slip, — my eyes are not 
delighted, nor are my ears charmed by the 
sounds of the Bowery by moonlight My 
taste has not been educated to the warbling 
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of a Bowery dove, nor does the stab of an 
Italian's stiletto tickle me as the sting of a 
Jersey mosquito. But why moralize, be- 
tween the commercial and the artistic, and 
shout aloud the names of Matt Morgan, and 
De Grimm, and whisper with low and bat- 
ed breath, the names of Bricket Foster, and 
Miller Gibson ; artists who take the gems 
from the breast of nature, and set them on 
enduring canvas, with all the delicate grace 
and coloring of a lover of art? The great 
commercial multitude, who worship the Al- 
mighty dollar, will still delight to gather a 
blossom by the wayside, if only, "avoilet 
by a mossy stone half hidden from the eye " 
while the artistic soul revels in the asthetic 
and artistic. But why dwell on it, and keep 
those water-colors still before our gaze, fill- 
ing our eyes with sorrow and our hearts 
with pain ? No, rather let us take those origi- 
nals, and store them beneath the dome of 
St. Peters, in keeping with the creations of 
Michael Angelo, and subject them to a daily 
sprinkling of holy water for a year and a 
day, or a thousand years; after which time, 
we might be able to discern faint traces of 
Hogarth's line of beauty, and the mellowing 
influences of mediadval art might tone down 
their angularity, and cast a pre-Raphaelite 
hue over their repulsive aspect. 
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A PICTURE FROM NATURE, FOR 
JAMES J. CALAGHAN. 



I SAT upon the mountain brow, 

And through an opening of the trees 
Gazed on the vale and lake below, 

Slumbering in summer's reveries. 
The noiseless lake unrippled lies. 

Deep dreaming in its calm repose, 
Reflecting clouds with fleecy dyes 

That o'er its placid bosom flows. 

A living silence in the air, — 

A quiet breathing in the woods, — 
A conscious stillness everywhere. 

Rocks, hills and distant solitudes. 
Fair summer's mantle o'er the vale, 

Is wove with vines and draperies, 
And murmurs multitudinous prevail 

From brooks and birds and humming bees. 
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What bursts of beauty greet our eyes 

Through opening of the leafy screen ; 
Where trees in brotherhood arise^ 

Hiding rude rocks that lie between. 
And clustering up the giddy heights, 

Where gloom and glare 's alternate seen, 
The abode where solitude delights 

To view her wings of waving green. 



The gushing stream that onward flows, 

Past twilight nooks and sunny beach, 
Where ferns and water-lillies grow 

Beyond our anxious, eager reach. 
The twilight falls, and summer skies 

Balm-breathing on the senses float ; 
From brooks the murmuring strophies rise. 

To blend with thrush's silvery note. 



The slow mutation — lapse of years, 

Her ever ceaseless gamut rings. 
As Time with unseen fingers wears, 

The mightiest and the meanest things. 
Thus chance and change successive run. 

From winter's snow to summer's rose ; 
And day by day moves slowly on 

In beauty to its last calm close. 
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OLD GRANDMA.— Mrs. E. S. 



Old grandma now is worn and wan, 
Her eyes are dull, her hair is gray ; 

She's past th' alloted three score ten, 
Of shine and shade, of grave and gay. 

Her tottering form with years is bent, — 
Her steps are trembling, weak and slow ; 

Her dress of bygone years is quaint. 
From what her younger sisters show. 

A great- grand -mother she may be, 
To lads and lasses in their teens ; 

Who love the old heart tenderly, 
That all their youthful lapses screens. 

Indulgent Grandma I bless her yet 
For loving sympathy she shows ; 

To all the young she is their pet, — 
Recipient of their joys and woes 
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I see her in her cosy place, 

Beside the hearthstone's cheery lowe 
The wrinkles on her time-seamed face, 

Transfigured seem with saintly glow. 

Her old work-basket by her side, — 
Her worsted ball of knitting yam, — 

Her blue eyes once her maiden pride. 
Need spectacles to help her darn. 

Her shrunken hands transparent seem, 
They're hardly more than skin and bone ; 

In household duties she was Queen 
When daily tasks had to be done. 

Those hands are weak and feeble now, 
That baby forms have oft caressed , 

Guiding the untried footsteps slow. 
To wander to maternal breast. 

Those hands have soothed the fevered brow, 
When racked upon a bed of pain ; 

And tenderest touches did bestow. 
Till convalescence came again. 

And as I backward cast my gaze 
To girlhood's winsome happy years. 

When those bright eyes with sparkling rays, 
Were all unused to grief and tears, 
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My thoughts a thousand fancies meet, 
Of girlhood's golden gladsome hour, 

When life was paradise complete, 
As erst it was in Eden's bower. 

The charm of all her winning ways, 
Her warmth of heart and gentle speech - 

The grace her every act displays, 
No governess could better teach. 

Old grandma's days let* s try to cheer. 
By every act and deed we can ; 

Still love and cherish her as dear. 
As first she was when life began. 
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THE OPPRESSED OF EUROPE. 



VBR8BS ON THEIR CONDITION IN 1871. 



Aye laugh, ye titled sons of wealth, 
And sneer ye gadgrinds of the poor ; 

Nemesis steps are on your path, 
And soon will reach your palace door. 

The avengers time will surely come, — 
Revenge will come with tempest blast, — 

The future sounds the oppressors doom, — 
The trampled worm will turn at last I 

See starving ill clad toiling wives. 
And maidens robbed to sin and shame ; 

And still the knavish merchant thrives. 
Nor church, nor mart, reprove his shame. 

That Dies Ira's drawing nigh, 

Through Europe's Courts the echo rings 
Presaging woe ; men soon will try 

Might 1 the last argument of kings. 
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Priests see the writing on the wall, — 
Kings try to put the spectre down ; 

The oppressed impatient wait the call, 
To strike the cross, and sink the crown. 

Those emblems of tyrannic powers, 
Through all the ages that have fled 

From Joshua, even down to ours, — 
Injustice goes where kings have led. 

The church, twin brother of the crown. 
Joined in each devilish plan and plot, 

To keep aspiring manhood down. 
And every page of science blot. 

The rack, the fagot-pyre, the screw. 

Have sown their damned dragon seeds : 

The Inquisition's bloody crew 
Have gloried in their hellish deeds. 

Brave Servetus betrayed and burned — 
And Galileo plunged in dungeon cell; — 

Bold Bruno, popish pardon spurned. 
And died for truth he loved to tell. 

The Turk, the Moslem, and the Jew, 
When power and number did combine. 

All weaker creeds and nations slew, 
And claimed the acts were works devine. 
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The fair Hypatia good and true, 
Was dragged through Alexandria's road. 

By Bishops and their bloody crew — 
Butchered to glorify their God. 

The Pope, the church, — the King, the state. 
Upper and nether millstones grind. 

Their willing subjects to their fate, — 
Keeping in ignorant, mankind. 

Ha ! rulers of the people, who 
Usurp and claim your right devine ; 

What have you done for labors crew, 
For those who spin and toil and pine. 

But deeper ground in servitude, 
As shuttlecock of king and priest ? 

One feeds with faith's ficticious food. 
And one with famine's furious feast 

One robs him of his toil and purse, 

To prop a superstitious myth ; 
The other for his throne's defence, 

Destroying kindred, kin and kith. 

And so oppression s work goes on, 
While widows wail and orphans weep, 

Till trembling tyrants' tottering thrones, 
Are buried in oblivion deep. 
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Old Europe's rulers every day- 
Each other covet and harass, 

With war's stern, stately, sad array, — 
Death dealing arms of iron and brass. 

No wonder Russian Nihilists grow. 
And German Socialists increase ; 

The sons of Gaul to-day can show 
Where freedom reigns in perfect peace. 

The moping Pontiff sulky broods 
Within St. Peter's dreary halls : — 

Without the new enfranchised crowds, 
Shout joy for Freedom's Festivals. 

And Bruno's spirit hovers near, 
And Galileo's ghost looks on : — 

"It moves I it moves 1 " and every year 
Shows progress' work is well begun. 

Hail new Republic I Sons of France 
Stretch out your hand to young Brazil, 

She's sheathed the sword and broke the 
lance, 
For freedom and the public weal. 
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PREACHING AND PRAYER. 



See poverty despair and rags, 
In hovels housed and false hopes fed, 

While proud patricians boasting brag, 
Of dainty fare and downy bed. 

See children pinched with pangs of pain, 
See mothers wrinkled worn and wan, 

And labor's puissiant arms remain 
In idleness by tyrant's ban. 

The tender buds of motherhood, 

Bruised like a flower cast in the dust : 

And all that 's bright and pure and good, 
Is crushed by cruel laws unjust. 

Preachers for o'er a thousand years. 
Have threshed their theologic sheaves ; • 

All sermons are but childish fears, 
And ancient myths of make-believes. 
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Sermons ne'er clothed a naked back, — 
And psalm the famishing ne'er fed ; 

Prayer never held the assassin back, 
From dying his hands in murder red, 

Let christain faith the famished feed 
With loaves instead of diadem 

Humanity is more than creed 
Of Jesus bom in Bethlehem 

What's Hebrew history but the page 
Of war and rapine, lust or love ; 

Of man made gods who storm and rage, 
Like Jupiter, Jehovah, Jove. 

Let Pope and Kaiser, Priest and King, 
All abdicate their ill got power 

And turn their hands to useful things. 
Nor subjects substance all devour. 

The Saviour, see how false the claim, 
Whose birth began destroying life ; 

Since then, have tortures in his name. 
With countless wars and crimes been rife. 

And flame and sword and threat and ban, 
And dungeon gloom and fagot's flame. 

Through Europes hills and valleys ran. 
In meek and lowly Jesus name. 
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And still tbe ruddy cross is reared, 
And men by myths are mystified, 

And priests and princes are revered, 
And men are crushed and crucified. 
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THE TOILER. 



Thb toiler lifts his toil-woru face 
At last he 's free from serfdom's ban, 

The new Republic's large embrace, 

Makes worth not wealth the gentleman. 

A ribbon, sash, or coronet. 
Is oft by rakes and roues worn ; 

While homespun frieze or satinette, 
Oft nature's noblemen adorn. 

On daintiest fare and costliest wine, 
The pampered few luxurious thrive, 

While labor's many millions pine, 
For scarce enough to keep alive. 

We ask, how long, Oh God 1 how long. 
Will patient labor's earnest prayer 

Strike but dull ears, till added wrong 
Bring down the climax of despair ? 
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Long has the oppressor held the rod, 
And used it with unsparing hand ; 

Armed with the laws of state and God, 
To curse and blight a happy land. 

But not for aye will wrong remain, — 
Rome had her Brutus, — Greece her Troy, 

And labor's Bastiles once again 
Will crumble to the shouts of joy. 

Patience ye weary work-worn band, 
Your hour will come, your day will dawn, 

With recompense to every hand 
Of honest toil by brain or brawn. 

Then let the trembling coward kneel, 
With suppliant and earnest cries, 

And pray with pleading faith's appeal, 
To dumb and unrelenting skies. 

Columbia opens wide her arms, 
To all true men of every clime. 

To come and till her bounteous farms, 
And dig her treasures from the mine. 

All superstition leave behind, 
Shake off all feudal unjust laws ; 

Here old traditions do not bind, — 
Here all your merits meet applause. 
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MASONIC SONG. 
FIVE POINTS OF FELLOWSHIP. 
Tune. — Jaynes. 



Brother, faithful tried and tested, 

I will answer you with speed, 
And on foot will go to serve you, 

Call me when my aid you need ; 
Heedless of fatigue and danger, 

I will cast off selfish sloth, 
For to me thou art no stranger. 

Mystic ties have bound us both. 



When I kneel in adoration, 

To the Master in command, 
Of this mighty grand creation, 

And the systems he has planned ; 
Then I'll think of thee, my brother. 

And each selfish thought subdue, 
Every vain desire I'll smother. 

Pleading at the throne for you. 
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I will keep thy secrets hidden 

Deep within my faithful breast, 
Sacredly as you have bidden 

When to me you them confessed ; 
All the secrets you've imparted, 

None in outer world shall know, 
For the noble and true-hearted 

All are faithful to their vow. 



And when tongues of idle slander 

Shall a brother's name assail, 
Then I'll prove a staunch defender. 

And make idle rumour quail. 
Your good name to me is dearer 

Than the sorded wealth of gold. 
Or the treasures of the miser 

Which his greedy eyes behold. 



I will quickly give thee warning 

When a foe is lurking near. 
All our fellowship adorning 

By a whisper in thine ear. 
While I grasp thy hand thus firmly. 

By that strong grip you shall know 
I thy brother am, and warmly 

Pledged to thee by faithful vow. 

327 



RANDOM RHYMES. 



TO THE READER. 



Kind reader who may read these lays, 

With friendly eye or critic's pen, 
May find some to deserve your praise, 
And some you may condemn. 

Apology need not be made 

For word or phrase of good or ill ; 
They come as dreams our sleep invade 
Against our wish or will. 

I honor all the sons of men 

Whose lives are full of generous acts ; 
But spawn of Superstition's den, 
I war on all her sects. 

I do not war with men, but creeds 

Which puts a padlock on the brain : 
The suppliant with mechanic beads 
Prays to the sky in vain. 
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I'd banish phantoms of the sky, 

Created in an archaic age, 
Which to propitiate man did try, 
With flattery or rage. 

I hate injustice and all wrong, 

That ignorance perpetual grows 
Among the great unthinking throng, 
That live by faith on shows. 

I honor all the good and great 

Who labor for the public weal ; 
No matter what their native state. 
Or altar where they kneel. 

I've worshipped more at nature's heart 
Where she her wonderous story tells 
Than e'er I did in fanes of art. 

Where deep toned organ swells 

I love the lone and wooded hills 

Where silence holds eternal reign ; 
And where the mountain breezes fill 

The branches with seolian strain. 

I love the rocks whose giant form 
The water's angry fury braves, 
When ocean in its wildest storm 

Rolls with ten thousand waves. 
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So blame roe not, if I hold dear 

The woods, the fields, the sea and shore 
The rolling seasons of the year, — 

Spring, Summer, Winter drear. 



Since these •* Random Rhymes " you've read, 

The jottings of my "Leisure Hours, " 
Appealing more to heart than head, 
Or to the critic's powers, 

Acknowledgement I crare of you, 

Of praise or blame in fewest lines ; 
And to your fiat I will bow, 

Content of ** Random Rhymes. '* 
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